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Man Overboard.
It i8 a dark mnight; the ship is going free

under top gallant sails, topsails and courses.

—with a fresh breeze blowing., Suddenly the
waitch below are roused up. °‘All hands reef
bopsails!’ are the words passed along the
decks. In a minute every one is at his sta.
tion. The top men spring aloft with cheery
hearts and many a lively joke, and lie along
on the yards. One of them, as fine a seaman

es ever stepped, is at the maintop-sail-yard-
.C«np, and has the weather-gearing in hand, when
'mdﬁ:maheavyhm in an instant
ud 'mnoixﬂlot life and health and
strength, amaxlfiﬁngmuhemam is cast into
that foaming, mem&seahe&plessamdgasp-
ing. ‘A mam overboard! s the melamcholy
cry. ‘ man overboa.rd" is repeabéd s:l\am the
deck.

What lhelp for him aow? H’ls vonce, once.

50 pcwertm connot now be ixveard amidst the

-~ bowling of the wind, ﬂhre ratblmo ‘of blocks,

and the dashing of bhse seas. Thick darkness,
‘@8 he dmops astern stvrefbdhmg out his hands

imploringly, hides him from his shipmates’
sight. "The gale increases—the seas Tise m-:e
and more—the blinding foam flies from ecrest
to crest of the leaping waves. What hope of
rescue can he havg? A landsman will per.
haps say ‘None; the ship will soon leave him
far astern; no boat can make head against
that sea; no means will there be of finding
him.” But does hope desert him? No. why?.
Because he trusts in his captain. He knows
that he is a man who watches over the lives

of his crew; that there are meams on board
to save him, and that his shipmates will exert
every energy for lhis rescue,

See! At that moment a bright light bumsts
forth: from the taffrail a large object falls
into the water; it is a life-buoy. How chear..
mgtobheseamanmt)hnd;bmdmthghtamd

the surrounding gloom! Tt gives courage to
 his heart, it adds vigor to his arm. And why?
3 Because he berheves that it will prove the

means of his preservation, Boldly he strikes
out for the ﬂni‘e-'buoy, it rises on” the crest
o'f a wve—mow it is hid from his view, as it
sm‘kn into the trough of the sea. Still he

swims on courageously. Life is dear to him.
If he can but omce grasp firmly that life.
buoy he will, he feels sure, be safe. The ship
will, he knows, be speedily brought t~ the
wind. Scarcely had ne touched the water
when the order was given. The telm’s a-lee,
—the yards are braced up.

On he swims. He prays for aid from heaven
as he never prayed before. The surge of the
sea sends the life-buoy nearer amd nearer to
him. A few more vigorous strokes, and he
will be safe. Does his neart faint now? Does
he feel that there is no use in striving longer?
Far from that is his thought. Still more
eagerly does he swim on. With what joy of
heart, with what thankfulness does he clutch
the beckets which hang round the life-buoy!
He climbs up—he seats himself astride on it,
As he sees the ship standing towards him how

 cheenily he shouts to give his shipmates notice

that he is safe!  How cheerily they shout
in return! The ship heaves to—a boat is
lowered—and the rescued seaman is borne
triumphantly on board. How his shipma tes
press round him! How warmly they con.
gratulate him on his escape from death!
Well may they do wo, for under such circum-
stances, as you who read this full well know,
how .few, how very few escape destruction}
—Light in the Home.

Log of SS. ‘Strathcona.’

J' ) “Incidents of the Way.

Dea:r Mir. Editor,—Our cruise took us at one
time among groups of ‘offer islands,” that is,
islands lying off the main coast line. -On
these, besides the summer folk, numbers of
settlers live, Wihen visiting a poor family in
onme of these, and hearing the story of the
months that had elapsed since our last visit,
& young fisherman came in nursmng a tiny
baby boy. To see a young man in fishing rig
nursing a baby is somewhat suspicious. He
at once caught the puzzled look in my eye.
‘Susie’s dead a fortnight gome, doctor, he
whispered. 1t wasn’t worth my while asking
the cause. ‘Consumption, I suppose? ‘Yes,
he angwered, wearily hanging his head cown
and keeping his eyes on the floor. And well
he might. He had heard more than once
my views on hygiene. He had persistently
neglected them. He knew how in my mind

I held him guilfy. It was too late to keep

the pame out of the window in his tiny house
now. He seemed to hope 1 would say some-
thing. But I sat silent, and he went out.

It was no better at the next harbor. As
I sat on a settler’s heap of net, and watched
a fat youngster rolling about in the sun.
shine, the bronzed father came up and ehook
hands warmly. After a few minutes’ con-
versation I asked to see the girls. ‘Where
are Mary and Alice, John? I dom’t see them
about.” “They’re gome, doctor,” he veplied.
‘Gome, gone where?” ‘Ive lost ’em,” he re-
plied. ‘Lost them both? Where's Will#
‘He've gone too. I'se lost t’ree since I : w
you, doctor. All of ‘em pined away. ‘Had
they muech cough?  ‘Cruel, doctor, cruel’
I looked at the bligsful youngster tumbling
about in the sunshine, and remembered there
were yet four others. That man at least

!



9 THRE MBSSBEBNGBER;

kmows mnow, beyond all possible shadow of
doubt, that tuberculosis is preventable, com-
municable, and may be curable also. But
alas for faith in anything eimple. Just as in
religious creeds men’s mincs will reject any
simple way of salvation, so our next patient,
with a pleuritic rib and pain, precursors so
often of the more fatal assault of the enemy
of the lungs, pleaded pathetically® for a
Dragon’s Blood plaster (Emplastrum rubrum).
‘Because faith even in dragons and their es-
sences as potent factors agaimst the wihite
plague, are so much easier to trust to than
are simple fresh air, sunshine, and cleanliness.
My colleague, who was examining patients at
the time, being a Bostonian, had not learned
the merits of this last named remedy, and was
not familiar with a resource so frequently
appealed to on our coast. Indeed, he at last
even confessed he was absolutely unfamiliar
with it—a fatal error when the psychologicai
element is a really valuable asset. Irom tue
eabin I heard him trying in vain to defend
impelf, saying, ‘Where do you get Dragon’s
Blood, anyhow? ‘From Carboneer,” was the
prompt reply. ‘But where do dragons live?
‘I never see’d ’em, sir” But do you think
there are such beasts? ‘I can’t tell you, sur.
‘Well, take this plaster and stretch it tightly
on over the ribs’ ‘Youwre sure you haven’t
any dragon’s blood, sir? It was hard not to
be heard smiling, even through the partition
—it was so like the story of the argument
about the kmife or scissoms.

On the way we cailled in to hear what we
could of the progress of the gold_secking
party on the Long Strand, This sandy beach
extends for many miles, and the deiwa between
the two valleys of the Hamilton and Sandwich
bays must contain four or five hundwed square
miles of  it. The miners consider this an
ancient glacial formation and contend it is
aharged with gold in no small quantity. They
have now landed machinery, and are going
ahead in good spirits and high anticipation.
We have, however, seen the same before, and
are not building any castles in the air yet—

yet Labrador ought to contain gowd. 1t cer-
tainly is the might geological formation—

dykes of quartz or trap rocks put up throtugh
the whole length and breadth of at, the old
Laurentian  formation, and we remember
Kilondike and Cobalt, parts almost of the
same oountry.

Wihille visiting quite an eiderly friend at
one of our ports of call I was somewhat
surprised to hear a baby crying. ‘ls that baby
yours, Hugh? ‘It is that,” he replied. “ihe
second wife, 1 suppose’ ‘It’s my third
‘ooman.’ ‘Wihy, how did you lose the othems?’
‘I’ first ome drifted out ’o th’ bay.” ‘Drifted
out; what do you mean? ‘It was Ohristmas
Eve, and T shot a gull oyer newr Ticoalak
Point. It were blowing off dhore there, so 1
took the punt to feteh ’un. But it blew up
80 hard, everything froze so as 1 couldn’t get
back, She se'd me, and in spite of her sister,
ehe ran down and laumched t’ flat. She said
clhe might just as well go anyhow, if I did.
My boat drifted into the ice, and about one
- o'cliock, I was so mearly frozen, 1 took out tne
two oars and tmied to crawl ashore on them.
I should b’ died anyhow in t’ boat. At ast
I got to an island and held out {ill the bay
froze hard enough to let mie get home. NoO, |
never ge’d her or ¥’ boat any more, She were
going o be confined, too,” he added sadiy.

WILFRED T. GRENFELL, C.M.G., M.D,

The Dying Soldier.

‘Put me down,’ eaid a wounded Prussian
at Sedan to his comrades who were carrying
him; ‘put me down, do not take the trouble
to carry me any farther; L am dying.’

They put him down and returned to the
- field. = A few minutes after an officer saw the
man weltering in his blood, and said to him,
‘Can 1 do mothing for you !

‘Nothing, thank you.
~ ‘Shall I get you a little water?
kind_hearted officer, ;

‘No thank you, I am dying.’

‘Is there nothing 1 can do for you?
I write to your friends? : ;

‘I have no friends that you ecan write to.
But there is one thing for which L would  he
much obliged. In my knapsack you will find
‘a Testament; will you open it at the four
“teemnth chapter of John and near the end of

said the

Shall

the chapter you will find a verse that begins
with “Peace.”” Will you read it?

The officer did o, and read the words,
‘Peace I leave with you. My peace I give
unto you. Let not your heart be troubled,
neither let it be afraid’

‘Thank you sir,) said the dying man. I
have that peace; I am going to that Saviour;
God is with me; I want no more’ These
were his last words, and his epirit ascended
to be with him he loved.—Selected.

The Victoria India Orphan
Society.
[For the ‘North®rn Messenger.’]

The picturesque city of Dhar, in Central
India, must have presented an unusually at-
tractive appearance on the 6th of December;
the steadily increasing excitement and joy of
the people would then be at its height, as on
that day their young prince was to assume
his full rights and prerogatives as Maharajah
of the State; he is a youth of great promise
and by a good education hias been well fitted
for his exalted position. In addition to what
the State functionaries and matives could do
to make the joyful occasion a festive and
memorable one, the Christians gladly added
their share, for the young Rajah has allways
shown great intevest in the Missionaries and
their work, making his wecession 1o power a
very welcome event to them; the Orphanage
children fully shared in the general enthu-
siasm, and with some assistance erected s fine
trivmphal archway; to do special honor to the
occagion it was arranged that the children
showld all wear new clothes,—the boys bottle
green suits with caps to mateh, the caps
being instead of *he native head-dress so that
they might be able to wave them, and the
girls red sarées (a picturesque sort of cloak
and head_dress combined) with blue and white
striped skirts, so their colors were truly loyai
to our Empire, red, white and blue; the ginls
were provided with white handkerchiefs to

wave as the prince passed by; standing in line.
waving caps and handkerchiefs, in their brigat

dresses they would present a pretty and at.
tractive picture as the royal procession passed
by, and their hearty loyalty would be greatly
appreciated by the young Maharajah. ;

Our special Industrial Fund, for which we
hope to raise $3,000.00, has now reached
$1,000.00. This fund is to build and furnish
worrkehops in which our orphan boys can be
taught useful trades, carpentry, blacksmithing,
ete., and tilemaming, which will enable them
to eamm a decent living when they leave tne
Orphanage, and in the meantime make them
partly self_supporting.

This work among the famine orphans Las
been productive of most gratifying and en-
couraging results. ‘the children are being well
trained and are receiving a good practical edu-
cation which will fit them to become useful
citizens; the loving, pemsevering teaching and
example of the Missionaries have led_to a
large number of them becoming consistent
Christians, whose lives must, later on, have
a great influence upon their heathen fellows.

The cost of maintaining a child in the
Orphanage is $18.00 a year, which includes the
Society’s annual membership fee of $1.00.

TFurther information can be obtained from the

ry-Treasurer, Mms. A. S. Crichton, 74
Furby street, Winnipeg, to whom all subscrip-
tions should be sent.

Religious Notes;

‘Who would have imagined a few years ago
that the time would be seen when high Chi.
nese mandaring would become agents for the
distribution of a distinetively Christian maga-
zine? Yet such an apparent impossibility has
come to pass. Dr. Timothy Richard, Secre-
tary of the Christian Literature Society for
China, states in the ‘Missionary Record of the
United Free Church of Scotland’ vhat on the
oceasion  of @ mnew wgeries of the ‘Chinese
Weekly, a magazine of useful knowledgs in-
terspersed with Christian articles, he wrote
to several viceroys and governors, asking
them to order a goodly number and circulate
them among their subordinate mandarins and
magistrates, In response the Governor of
Manchuria ordered 200 copies; the Governor
of Shan-Si, 500; the Provincial Treasurer of
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Shan-Tung, 2,500; and the Provincial Trea.
surers of Fuh_Kien and Canton, 400 and 200
respectively. Doctor Richard mentions also
that in December last he forwarded a large
case of books, the majority =aducational, but
several of them religious, to the Emperor and
the Empress Dowager, and that he has re.
ceived a gracious reply, saying that inasmuch
a8 OChina was now going in for reform in edu-
cation, the books were most opportunc and
would be used from time to time as they
were required—C. M. 8. Review.’ i

The open persecution of = Protestant mis_
sionary schools in Madagascar by the French
Governor.General continues = without abate-
ment. The latest news is moet disconcerting.
In the beginning of 1906 the Norwezian Tuth-
erans had in the province of Vakinankaratra
alone 279 missionary  schools (Parochial),
which were attended by 15,000 pupils. To-day
they have but one school with 60 pupils. In
the district of Vangaindrano thirty ot their

churches have been closed since November,
1906, while eight had to be closed in
Ambondrana.  Official placards, fastened to

the church doors, forbid the entrance of all,
while in several localities the Government
caused cactus to be planted at the church
doors &0 that none can enter. Certain
evangelists have been ordered to abstain from
religious activity, while some faithful ones
have been imprisoned because they held
religious meeting in their homes, sang hymns,
ete. The Paris Missionary Society likewise
continues to suffer from this persecution, and
the French Governor-Gieneral acts like an
autoerat, making his decisions in regard to
the closing of schools and churches without
giving any reasons for his actions, though he
often overthrows the decisions of the adminis-
trators of the districts in which the schools
and churches are located. 1t can be well said
that there ig no religious liberty in Mada=
gascar at the present time, though the consti-
tution of France guarantees it. Is it not
time that the non-French societies at work
in Madagascar appeal to their governments
for protection? ‘“Fhe United States are in.
terested on account of the work of the ‘Nor.
wegian Tutheran Church. in America’ ;
Madagascar.—Missionary Review  of
World.”

the

—_————

The Paper the People Want,

The first day of the new year brought to
the ‘Witness’ thirty-eight percent—over one-
third—more subscriptions than the same day
a year ago, and each day of the mew year so
far has shown a healthy increase over corres
ponding days last year. 1t looks as though

. more people were beginning to be select as to

their reading. They want it, as they want
the food for their family, good amdyw'hole-
some and nourishing. ~What men are be.
ginning to want is a press that will furnish
reha!.»le information in  its true penspective,
and in such onderly shape -that it will be in-
formation and not mere sensation, ‘bhe moral
conditions are equally at the mercy of a press
that only wants to print what will best' eatch
readers and not displease advertisers, tonat is
every ready to mount the crest of o popular
and winning reform, out never willing to stem
the tide—always with the majority, never with
~a forlorn hope, never bearing the brunt of
the battle. The newspaper press is dependent
on public support, and it is a good sign that
that public is increasing that feels that it
needs a press that will fight its battles and
set before men thigh ideals. So long as good
men approve of one kind of newspaper and
send their subseription to another kind they
are rendering less and less possible the high
standard which their better judgment. ap-
proves.

Your Sunday School Superin-
tendent, '

Please show the ‘Northern Messenger’ to
your Sunday School Superintendent. At first
sight he may mnot appreciate its ini irsic
worth. But you can tell him how much more
_interesting it is than the ordimary Sunday
School paper, and you can also assure him
that it is very much cheaper than any otaer
of its size—the price to Saunday Schools being
just half the regular rate: ; ;

1 s
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© LESSON,—SUNDAY, JANUARY 26, 1908.
Jesus Cleanses the Temple.
{ John 1, 13-22.
Golden Text.

Holiness becometh thine house, U lLord, for
ever. Psa. xciii., 5.

Memory vemses 13, 16.

Home Readings,

Monday, January 20.—John ii., 1.12.

Tuesday, January 21.—John ., 13-25.

Wednesday, January 22.—Matt, xxi., 12-25;
xvi.,, 23-27.

Thursday, January 23.—Luke H., 40.52.

Friday, January 24.—11. Cor. xxix., 3-11, 15-
19.

Saturday, January 25.—Matt, xxiii, 34-24,

Sunday, January 26.—I. Kings ix., 1-9.
FOR THE JUNIOR CLASSES.

Who can tell me where the beautiful Jewish
gemple was? Yes, in Jerusalem, on the top
of a high hill, and, as it was bult with
polished marble and much goid it shone in the
light of the sun and looked very beautiful.
Does any one remember when Jesus was first
in the temple? (Speak here of the presenta.
tion in the temple, Luke ii., 22-39). Then the
mext time we hear of Jesus being in the
temple he was a 'boy twelve years of age
(Luke ii, 41.50). In our lesson to-day Jesus
is a man over thirty years old and again he
comes to the beautiful temple. 1t was at the
time of the feast of the passover, the same
- feast to whicdh he had come with Joseph and
Mary when a boy of twelve. ‘Dhere were
crowds of people there. Jocephus, a great
Jewish historian, says about two million, and
they came from all over the world of that
day. The streets, of cowe, were very noisy,
people were talking all sorts of languages,
friends perhaps who had not seen each other
“for a year were calling out greetings just as
we do to people at Christmas time. But taen,
when you got up to the temple, you would

expect everything to be quiet and solemn.

You know how, when you go to dhurch you
don’t speak umless you have to, amd then
only in a whisper, because it is God’s house,
and ycu go there to worship him.  Well,
when Jesus came to Jerusalem this time he
started of course to go up to the temple
where God, his Father in Heaven was (up-
posed to be workhipped, but when he got
there after passing through all the noisy
arowded streets, what do you think he found?
Was it all quiet and solemn in the temple
courts as it ought to have been?

FOR THE SENIORS.

~ We hive in our studies from John co far
ecen in Christ something of the glories of s
cdharacter as this disciple wished to portray
him; a suggestion of his power (John i, 3),
his~ voluntary
- humility, his evident divinity, his ‘grace and
- truth’ his  sufficiency for all

‘ 35-51), and -.s
quiet recognition of the fact that in him
~ prophecy was fulfilled (verse 51). Al this in
_ the fimst chapter is merely tou
s now John's aim to elaborate and establish
. his Master’s claims. In the first part of the

second chapter ds the story of Christs finst
‘miracle, in Cana, where we not only
: mer exhibited which clinched his disciples’

ellief (vemse 11), but we sce Jesus naturally
‘@b home in the popular customs of the day,

- & davored and privileged friend among those

ched upon; it

‘see that

THE MBSBENGER.

who knew him as a man alone. He had time,
in spite of the greatness of his mission, which
he fully realized, for the common courtesies
of life, the genial meetings with friends.
This miracle was the first public assumption
of his power, and after the short rest at
Capernaum with his 1mother, brothers, and
disciples, he went, as ‘was customary, to
Jerusalem for the passover. Here occurred a
remarkable incident.  Christ was venturing
out of ecomparative obscurity on his public
mission to the people. The traffic in the
temple courts was an established custom not
only acquiesced in but approved of for its
convenience. Undoubtedly, the many foreign
residents would require to know where their
foreign currency could be changed for tae
Jewish money alome acceptable in the temple
treasury. Again it woulu be impossible for
these foreigners to bring with them their
sacrifices or to drive the animals far through
the crowded city streets. 'To render the sex-
vices of this feast possible it was necessary
for the money changers and dealers to estab-
lish themselves near the temple. The abuse
came when they overstepped their privmege.
It would have seemed human wisdom n
Christ’s case to have overlooked this popularly
approved custom since it was not in essence
wrong, only perverted, as they might have
argued. But the wrong was there, Christ
could not have suffered it to pass unoticed
and still have been himself. His authority
came full upon him, and, omne man against
many ‘though he was, it was unquestioned "y
the astonished dealers, the dishonest money
changers, or the people about. The dumb
animals, too, to which as the revised vers.on
makes plain the ‘them’ in verse 15, refers, gave
him instant obedience. This 8 the first
recorded instance where the divine anger of
the gentle Jesus burst forth against the
evils of his day and in this lesson also he first
publicly claims to be divine (verse 16). 1t
should be noticed that the reform effected
was not complete, as again at the close of his
ministry (Matt. xxi, 12) Jesus felt called
upon to cleanse his Father’s house of this
sacreligeous traffic,

(SELKCTIONS.)

i

Human anger resents.the hurt; divine anger

resents the wrong. Human anger is wounded

in fits pride; divine anger is wounded in its

heart. Human anger laments the injury to

self; divine anger laments the injury to God.

Human anger cries out for revenge; divine

anger cries out for atonement.—George Mathe
son.

: There are thousands of instances in wiieh
it i8 better to suffer wrong than to resemt 1t,
But in all cases where a man would, by his
¢xample, take out of the community a’ bold
and manly spirit to resist injustice and wrong,
and make men cravenshe hag no mght to =2t
that example—Henry Ward Beecher.

Meekness has its uses, but meekness may
easily drift into mere cowardice, into conni-
vance with evil, into complaisance toward
wrong.—W. J. Dawson.

Verse 19. Destroy this temple. ‘Ihe word
used in these three verses for “temple” means
the central sacred building (naos), whercas
that used in v. 14 means the whole sacred
enclosure (hieron). The latter is never used
figuratively.’—Cambridge Bible.

As Sadler observes, ‘On two other occasions
he held out to them this sign, and this sign
only: (1) “When ye havé lifted up the son
of man, then (by the resurrection) ye shall
know that I am the, and that I do nothing
of myself” (Jobn vifi., 28); amnd (2) when
the Pharisees desired a sign from heaven, he
eaid, “A wicked and = adulterous generation
seeketh after a sign, and there shall be no
sign given it, but the sign of the prophet
Jonah,” ie., of his own resurrection
xvi, 4).

7

 BIBLE REFERENCES,

I Cor. ifi, 16, 17; vi, 19, 20; Bph. ii, 21,
22; Jer. vii., 11; Psa. cxxii, 1; Maﬂ iid.,- 1-3;
Lev. xix., 30; Psa. xxvi, 8; Isa. i, i

Junior C. E. Topic.
 Sunday, Jamuary 20.—Topie—The bome-

mission work of our denomination: a survey.
Isa. 1viii,, 1.14. et %

(Madtt. |

- xiv., 1%

C. E. Topic.

Monday, January 20.—The Golden Rule of
missions, Luke vi., 31,

Tuesday, Jannary 21.—Our
need. I. John iii,, 17.

Wednesday, January 22.—The sons of
stranger. Isa. lvi.,, 6, 7.

Thursday, January 23.—Thy neighbor as
thyself. Mark xii., 33.

Friday, January 24.—Show mercy and com-
passion. Zech. vii., 9.

Saturday, January 25-—Helping by prayer.
3. Cor, ., 11 :

Sunday, January 26,—1opic—Children
Alaska. Matt. xxv., 40.

brothers im

the

in

Teaching Christian Stewarde
ship.
A Splendid Exerc'se for the Big Boys.

The Rev. H. H. Berry, of Ord, Neb.,
c¢hairman of the state stewardahip commit-
tee, has sent out a leaflet of questions and
answers for use in Sunday schools which is
of such excellence in covering the whole
question of Christian stewardship that we
give it place here. Its brevity, directness
and scripturalness commend it to the use
suggested. The exercise could and should
be used in every Sunday school:

Superintendent, Question 1: Who owns the
earth?

Answer by the schocl. “The earth is the
Lord’s and the fulness thereof, the world
and they that dwell therein.—Psalm =xxiv..
1, ‘The sea is his, and he made it, and his
hands formed the dry land.—Fsalm xcv., 5.

Question 2: Does God have any clam up-
on the cattle of the earth?

Answer: ‘For every beast of the forest is
mine, and the cattle upon a thousand hills.
I know all the fowls of the mountain, and
the wild beasts of the fie'd are mine.,—
Psalm 1., 10-11.

Question 3: Buf surely God has nothing
to do6 with cur money. If we earn it, it be-
longs to us, does it not?

Answer: ‘The silver is mine, and they gold
Is mine, saith the Lord of Hosts.'—Haggai
il., 8. ‘But thou shalt remember the Lord
thy God, for it is he that giveth thee power
to get wealth.’—Deut. wviii., 18,

Question 4: What then is our position to-
ward God, and all the things God has made
and owns?

Answer: ‘As every man hath received
the gift, even ‘so minister the same one to
another, as good stewards of the mamifold
grace of God.’—1. Peter iv., 10.' ‘Let a man
so account of us as of the ministers of
Christ, and stewards of the mysteries of
God. Moreover it is required in stewards
that a man be found faithful.’—I. Cor. iv.,
1-2.

Question 5: Then if we are stewards how
should we do the work we are expected to
do?

Answer: ‘Whether therefore ye eat or

.drink, or whatscever ye do, do all in the

glory of Ged.—I1..Caor. X., 31,

Question 6: How should we give money?

Answer: ‘Upon the first day of the
week let every one of you lay by him in
store, as God hath prospered him, that
there be no gatherings when I come.—I,
Cor . b8, -

Question 7: Will God bless thoge that are
faithful to him?

Answer: ‘Bring ye all the tithes into the
storehouse, that there may be meat in mine
house, and prove me now herewith, saith
the Lord of Hosts, if I will not open you
the windows of heaven and pour you out a
blessing that there shall not be room
enough to receive it’—Malachi iii., 10.

Question 8: To whom are we responsibile
for how we use things?

Answer: ‘So then every one of us shall
give .account of himself to God.’—Romans

That is a bad state of affairs in any school
when, if any question is to be settled, the pul.
pit Bible must be appealed to becauge the
orly one available. No' teacher shonld think
of going before his class without a Bible and
every scholar should be urged and encourdgerd
to carry ome. A little notice of those who re.

-~ spond ‘will help matters wonderfully.

-
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The Drinkshop Show,

(S. J. B, in the ‘Alliance News.’)

You wish to see the show, sir?

Then kindly step this way.

No, thank you, no; there is nought to pay;

‘Our show is maintained by the State, you
see,

8o we admit our visitors free.

You have never been here before, sir?

Yes, that I can well understand;

Though our goods are made on every hand,
To see the thing as it really is

You must certainly come to a place like this.

What do we call the place, sir?

It is known by many a name,

Though which of them has the better claim
Is not to be fixed by a man like me:

I'm only a porter here, you see.

Some call it a ‘home for worn-out folk,’
And some the ‘Haven of Rest,

Though if these names were put to the test,
To my mind, now, they are neither true;
For the people here are an awful crew.

I call it the drinkshop show, r;ir!_

For you must be aware

That all the things collected here

Are made in hotels and grogshop bars

By the stuff they sell from casks and jars.

Now then for gallery number one.

The exhibits here are hungry and cold;

Their food and clothes for gm they have sold;

They’re dirty and thievish and murderous,
too—

They would make short work of me and you.

You. see, they were tidy and decent once,

But the corner pubs. were open wide;

They were often invited to walk inside,

There they spent their money and nouses and
lands,

All to satisfy drink’s demands,

The childven here have no ckance, you say?

Why, bless you, sir! they’re drunk when born.

They have none of the rose, and much of the
* thorn. %

Yes, this is the way to gallery two:

A different scene now greets your view.

The men are here, the women there;
They’re mostly thus through drinking beer.
Yes, tis a kind of pnison here;

We call it the Workhouse, just for fum,
Theugh precious little work is done.

"Tis true, they’re wrecks before they come.
Bee the bloodshot eye and palsied frame.
Bome olid, some younger, but all the same
Publicans’ vietims, blighted and cursed,—
But even this gallery is not vhe worst.

Mhis third diyision we call the gaol.

A dangerous lot, L think yowll agree;
Quite needing the gates and bars, you eee.
They’re kept in check by loaded nrifles,
‘For folk like ‘these don’t stick at trifles.

You see that woman over there?

Bhe killed her baby a year ago.

Bhe struck it a fearful, brutal blow.

They say she was driven mad by drink—
A most distressing case, you think,

But only one of many, you know.
Yhis man, for instance, crouching low,
He carries the brand of Cain on his brow;
He slew bis wife in a drunken bout,
Though e husband kind when the drink was
out,
Wes, we have thousands of them here;
Thieves and forgers, and many wonse,
Bir, you should hear them often cumse
The day they tasted the first fell drop;
For, having begun, it was hard to setop.

You’ve had enough, you say, for the time?
You may as well finish now you have come,
And see all the articles made by rum,

And whisky, and brandy, porter, and ale;
Just come and hear the lunatics’ waal.

The articles here have wrecked their minds;’
Some are harmless, and some ‘are wild;

Some rave for parent, and some for child;
Some sit in helpless idiocy;

Some think they are people of high degree.

Some laugh an empty, joyless laugh,
And some are always shedding tears;
Some talk of hopes and some of fears;
Some are in padded rooms confined—
Choice samples of a drink-cursed mind

Yes, the work is swift and eure;

The drink makes demons of them all;
And rich and poor alike they fall

Into the net of the brewers spread,
And soul and body soon are dead.

A rather gruesome show, you say?
"Iis true; but then -tis sure to be
Till the love of God and humanity—
The Kingdom of Heaven—set up below,
Shall close for ever the drinkshop show.

¢

The Recollections of One
Reclaimed,
(E. A, D, in ‘Alliance News.)

A pretty mess I've made of things, I said;

A wasted life is ‘all 've got to show.

Full many years'l’ve lived and struggled om,

And hoped to do some good,—but what’s amise

That 1 can make no headway? Something’s
wrong!

What is it drags me down? But need I ask?

1 really know too well that all my ills

Arve caused by drink—my greatest enemy,

Which, from the day when my companions
made

Me stand my footing in the workshop there,

Has ever led me on with its deceit, o

And with its smooth, soft promises of help.

“Though bread’s the staff of life, drink’s life
itself,’

It has been said, and 1, békeving, went

Just where this led me, on and on, till now

Drink is my master, I’'m ite slave, bound down

With chains so strong I scarce can call my
soul ] i

My own. Uve always had to work as thard

As most men have, but ever at my side

Stood drink to help me, as 1 thought, though
now

It stands revealed, and I can clearly see

I've been betrayed, 1 know it now at last

For what it really is. Oh, that before :

Someone had warned, and led me from its
sway.

The doctors tell us now what I have found,

From my own case, to be the pmhh. o

Sir Fred’mick Treves, the King's physician,
sa;

That dy:imk’s a poison; that it is no food;

That, in the march to Ladysmith, he saw

Phe men who weren’t abstainers first knocked
out.

Drink doesn’t warm; it doesn’t cool; nor does

It feed a man, but this, instead, *twill d.:

Twill harden liver, muddle brain, and when

O’ertaken by an accident, or struck

By sudden illness down, the man seeks health,

The cuve will longer and less certain be,

Because his system’s used to alcohol. -

A fool’s part I have played. I see 1t now

fAhat I am well nigh past my work, and know

The palpitations that I often get,

And other pains, so queer, are greatly due

To my ind: ce. ‘Dhen again, I’ve not

A cent put by for rainy days to come.

My wife and children,—how I've sunk deep
down 5

In their opimion, dragged them with myself

Along the dreary road to peverty.
Why have I been so blind through all these

As not to see how that emall lad, my firiend

In early days, who joined the Band of Hope,

And stood my taunting jeers, has beaten me

In all the paths of life—how, gradually,

He has acquired of houses quite a row,

Whose rents are now well-nigh enough to
keep,

" -

" rowed 'and taken home and read there.
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In descent comfort, all his family,
Besides the good he does ’mid daily round?

* * * * x *

Thus spake I, full of sorrow for the past,
But years have gone since then, and | am free,
Not, be it said, by my own strength alone.
My conscience, wide awake; did sore, accuse; i
I ‘was convinced of sin, but ’twas no good
To .leave things there—'twas no use still = to
stay j z
Within the gloom, indulging vain regrets.
’T'was better to repent, and this, 1 knew,
Meant turning round to face the other way—
To face the light, strong hope within my,
heart. :
It meant a struggle, but to win was gain
Of all things worth the having here below,
And rich reward above, Xach battle. won
Meant that the next would easier be to win.
How changed my home! What pleasures now
await
My fast returning footsteps from the work
I now perform with ease, and clearer head
Than used to be my wont. How changed
My wife and children are! No longer they
Look for my coming with alarm, and dread
Of what may happen. But, instead, they have
To unknown pleasures entered in. New joys,
New Blessings now are theirs and also mine.
Now Love’s own brightnesy overspreads us all,
And make our hearts all glad. I bless the day
When first T saw my folly, and resolved
That, ere it was too late, 1 would amend.
Whereas I once was blind, I now can see.

Temperanéé Libraries,

A new enterprise is described in the Journal
of the Patriotic League against Alcoholism,
published in Brussels, that of lending libraries
in small towns and villages in the province of
Liege. A collection of books dealing with
Tewperance has been included in these
libraries, and in a report received from Petit
Warest, a town of some 2,000 inhabitants, it
appears that it has been much appreciated by
young and old, and the books dealing with
effects of alcoholic liquors, and those dealing
with other social questions, have been bor.
An
inveterate drinker declared in a cafe: “That
since the librarian has given my son these anti.
aléoholic books to read I hardly venture to
g0 to the public house as my wife and ohil-
dren complain so bitterly, and tell me of the
bad effects of alcoholic liquors’ At Sterpigny,
where these libraries have also been established
the people vailue' the temperance books, and
kit‘;h;e liqun;z,n was told by ome mother: ‘Yom

ave saved us much money by lending these
books, neither my husband nox.?v my s:utfs placa
their feet inside a public house now, all their
leisure time is spent reading your books, amd
I have a thousand troubles to get them to
leave off reading when 1 ‘want their assistance
in the house, but I do not complain. : only
wish one thing—that it may continue.’—“lemm
perance Record. (

Write it Everywhere,
(By Frances E. Willard.) f
7

Write it on the workhouse gate, 2
Write it on the schoolboy’s slate,
Write it in the copy-book

That the young may on it look:
‘Where there’s drink, there’s danger.

Write it on the churehyard mound,
Where the rum slain dead are found;
Write it on the gallows high, ;
Write it for all passers by:

‘Where there’s drink, there’s danger.”

Write it in the nation’s laws,
Blotting out the license clause;
Write it on each ballot white,

So it can be read aright,

‘Where there’s drink, there’s danger?

Write it in the ships that sail,
Borne along by storm and gale;
Write it large in ietters plain,

Over every land and main,

‘Where there’s drink, there’s danger.”

Write it over every gate, :
On the church and halls of State,

In the hearts of every band,

In the Jaws of every land,

‘Where there’s drink, there’s danger.”

o e A
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Correspondenee

: W.,: Maa. '
Dear Kditor,—1 live on a farm of ome
dundred and sixty acres, not far from Wood-
lands Station, on the C. N. R. Woodlands
School got three prizes at the annual tourna-
ment for ‘Grand Parade’ 1In 1905 we got
second prize, a nice framed picture. In 1906
we got first prize, a banner, and in 1907
we got first prize, a colored picture of King
Edward VII. framed. JEAN P,

H., Ont.
Dear Editor,—The answer to rtiddle, ‘the
thirty-seventh chapter of lsaish and the nine-

is a total abstainer and he was very much
interested in the total abstimence pledge which
we had in our paper lately, and that pledge,
dear editor, is my pledge, for I am glad to
say I have signed it and I too to-day am a
total abstainer.

FREDDIE BLUNDELL (age 8 years.)

: 0.8, Ont.

Dear Editor,—To.day is the first day this
season that we have had a storm. There are
drifts that nearly bury you up. We are soon
going to flood the lake which is behind our
place in the bush. 1 have one brother living
and the other dead, who was the oldest. First
were three boys, counting myself, and then
two girls, the youngest. I have carried off
prizes in all the drawing contests. 1 got a

OUR PICTURES. .
: ‘Kingfisher.’ Saida Wright (age 11), H.,

1. ‘The Race’ John W. raton
M., P.Q.

2. ‘A Clock” Mildred Wright, H., Ont.

3. ‘Climbing a Grade’ Huntley Butler, S.
H,, Nfid.

(age 10),

4. ‘A Dictionary” Jessie Inglish (age 11),.

|A., Ont.

5. ‘A Rlower’ Pearl Ritohie, S.B.M., Ont.

g ‘Bird.” Osc;:gW\hhtmam (age 8), P., Ont.

. “Taking a Pig to Market.” L. D., Tiver-

bon, Ont. :

o:t' ‘A Driver’ Cecil Sparrow (age 11), M.,
9.. ‘Flower.”. Tottie Cooper, C., Alta.

- (age
16

10
Ont.

11. ‘Making. a Deposit. Jessie Squines
(age 13), B, N.B.
01111;2 ‘Egyptian Ibis” F. R. (age 11), London,

13. ‘A Flower.’ QClama Griffith (age 9), H,
Ont.
14.
Ont.
15.

‘A House.” Jean Roys

(age 8), M.R.
‘Ready for the - Drive’ Mary Close
14), S., Man.

3 ‘Oxen.’ Bruce' B. Wailker (age 11), Z,

teenth chapter of second Kings are alike.
I go to the Methodist Mission Band, but it
has been closed during the Ohnistmas holi-
days. On the 22nd of December our mimister
preached a sermon to the children. 1 wul
cloge with a riddle: Spell candy in two let-
ters ?
MILDRED WRIGHT.
B., Ont.
Dear Editor,—We live just a short distance
from a rivn;‘, and in winter we have lots of
fun on the e skating. We are going to have
& new teacher for the coming year.
/ NORMAN WHEELER.

Dear BEditor,—I live mn the city and have
two brothers and one sister. My little
brother is so much company for me, as I am
8o afflicted I cannot go to school or any place
without my waggon and sometimes crutches.
When I have finished reading my papers 1
send them to a cripple girl, who makes a book
out of them. We keep chickens and think
:ﬂl::i pmaﬁbgb'le.ﬂlw:g live near -a switch, and

0y seeing the trains shunti going
through with their loads. - o —-ud
BRUCE JOHNSON (aged 13 yeams).
A I, Nfid.
Dear Editor,—When I wrote to the “Mes.
- Benger’ before I was living home at Hickman’s
Harbor, but now, as you see, 1+ am’ Tesiding
at I. This is not a very large place, there
. only a few families living here, but it is very
mice. There is one lumber mill here, and my
papa works in it. I enjoy myself well hera,
especially in winter, because then I have lots
of rides on our iittle home Nellie, My papa

pound of grapes for drawing a bunch of them
the best. I will send you some of them after
g:msbmas, a8 we get them back at the clos-

FRED. COWAN.

5 C., Ont.
Dear Bditor,—1 am a little girl eleven years
old. My father is a fruit grower. 1 go to
school every day and of all the studies I most
like spelling. "There is g ‘smallpox scare

around here. The mnearest case is two miles-

det, pretty close isn’t it?
were all vaccinated last Friday.
FLORENCE McPHEE.

Our school

G., Ont.

Dear Bditor,—I am a little girl eleven years
old. We get the ‘Messenger’ at Sunday School
in summer and like it very much. We ailso
send for it for ourselves in the winter. ‘che
church is on our farm and the school-house
just a short distance from our place. Napanee
is about four and one_half miles from here.
In going to my uncle’s we pass the oldest
Methodist Ohurch in Canada and also the

place where Sir John Macdonald was bm:f

but the house is not there. I have collect:
missionary money for four yeams and last
year I got about $8.00, while this year I have

only had it a Jittle over two weeks and have

five dollars. My brother Harry, who is nine
Years old, drove me arvound. 1 will close

wishing the editor and readers a Happy New
Year. e G T
LAUKA M.

T., Que.

Dear Editor,—I live on a la.r'gle farm and

am twelve years old. 1t is five years since I °
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last wrote to the ‘Messenger.” We have forty-
three head of cattle. 1 have a colt named
Jessie. 1 take oure of the church this year.
My erandpa and grandma live two miles from

STUART F. STALKER.

OTHER LETTERS.

James B. Helme, S.I., Ont., got ‘three Looks,
a pair of skates, and other things for Ohrist-
mas.” Your riddle was asked before, James.

Georgiena M. J., Portland, Ore., says ‘Port.
land is sometimes called *“Rose City” on wne-
count of its many rcses.”  Your .etter was
very neat, Georgiena,

Thomas Hicks, A., Ont., lives ‘about nine
miles from Niagara Falls. 1t is a beautiful
place.” Did you enjoy the Christmas tree,
Thomas ?

Lizzie I. S., Oak Lake,
is a flag at our sahool.
skating going on now.’

Man., says ‘there
There is a lot of

Lizzie J. Vass, D.C., P. Que., sends three
riddles, but they have been already asked.
No, Lizzie, your answer was not quite right.

Letters were also received from M. A. B.,
Little Ourrent, Ont.; Libbie Duke, T., Ont.;
Jean Clark, M., Ont., and Janet Dunsmore,
B., P. Que.

‘Minnehaha,” Beachville, Ont., sends a little
story amnd some ‘poetry’ for criticism. 'lihe
story is quite good, but rather too abrupt in
ite ending. The verses are mot o good. When
you write verse, Minnehaha, remember there
should be rhythm, for rhyme alone won’t do.
And all about that is too much to explain
here, but look at your last verse:—

There is mo more winter holidays
That i8 so loved by girls and boys
There i8 mo such short days

As the ones of romp and noise.

Now let us change it a little:—

There are no other holidays
Half &0 dear to girls and
No such short, such jolly days

As are these, of romp and noise.

bOys ==

Does it not sound better to you? Just by
putting ‘rhythm” into it. Ask your teaches
in schiool about that word.

Flag Award Next Week.

‘Were it possible to give half of the let-
ters from our ‘Pictorial’ boys that have
been crowding our Mail Bag theése past
weeoks, there would be very little Boys’
Page left, so we ehow you only a few ae
samples, and invite YOU to fall in line
with a similar letter:

Enclosed you will find 60c for the six
‘Canadian Pictcrials’ you sent me this
morning. Sold them inside of an hour.
‘Will you piease send me one dozen more
by return of post.—Angus Cooch, Ottawa,
Ondt,

Recelved eix copies of the ‘Canadlan
Pictorial’ last night, and finished welling
them to-night. Wish you would send me
another lot. = Enclosed find 60 cents. —
James Clayton Cook, O 5 Ont

Please find enclosed sixty cents (60c) for
elx numbers of ‘Xmas Pictorials’ received
from you. ©Please forward by return of
mail balance of my order, as I can dis-
pose of tLem al once.—Joseph W. Hare,
P——— D 5Oty

-
—

THE FLAG.

Next week we hope to give the name of
the boy who has won the prize flag for
largest eales in November and December,
and we “will also announce the prize (or
prizes) to be offered for largest sales in
the first three months of the New Year.

If you want watches, cameras, Knives, ~
‘fountain pens, eft.; ete., drop-us a post-
card for a package of the January issue
to start on, full instructions and our pre-

\

mium list, \
Address' JOHN DOUGALI, & SON, Agents
for the ‘Canadian Pictorial,” “Witness’

Block, Montreal. :

N.B.—The January number has even more
pictures than the Xmag Number, and they
are beauties, too See contents on an-
etber page.



4= BOYS AND GIRLSE<s

The Song of Life’s Brigade.

[By Martha Gilbert Dickinson Bianchi, in the
: ‘S. S.vlimes.’)
Wounded? Yes, but marching,
And singing as we go;
Binging up to victory,
Or death before the foe.

Weary? Yes, but marching,
And thirsty as we cheer,
That other lagging footsteps

May quicken as they hear.

Fainting? Yes, but marching,
To bear a comrade slain
Beyond the glare of battle
To friendly beds of pain.

Dying? Yes, but marching
In spirit where they go.—

Singing up to victory
Forgetful of the foe!

Betty’s Object Lesson.

‘What a horrid sight, grandpa,” exclaimed
Betty, her lips curling with contempt. “What-
ever did you bring me here for?

“Take a good look, dear. Look:-at the
water falling in, but notice there is none
going out, which makes it so green and arty;
and then look at the frogs, and dead birds,
and ?

‘Oh, let us go, grandpa,” broke in Betty,
impatiently. ‘1t will make me sick’

‘Very well, my dear,” answered the old man,
smiling, ‘come again with me to the top of
the hill.

“To see some more dirty holes?” questioned
Betty.

‘Oh, no, not this time. I want you to sece
something very sweet and clean this time,
and they walked again to the top of the hill
to the spot where the two springs were bub-
bling out.

‘Now, Betty, we will follow this little stream
and gee where it will lead us to,’ said the old
man, as he commenced slowly to walk along
the bank, if bank it could be called, for a’
its source the stream was little more than a
deep gutter.  But as they advanced, the
stream deepened and widened, and bubbled
along merrily, while in the bushes near by
the little birds squealed and seratched,
transforming the combined sounds into some-
thing like a large organ which was out of
time.

As they got further down the hillside the
ptream assumed something of the dimensions
of a small river. Its banke were rather high
and rugged, and were profusely covered with
vegetation, rushes and ti-trees, while hun-

dreds of little birds sported and whistled .

among them. By and bye the banks became
shallower, till they were scarcely any higher
than the water’s edge. Here in flood time the
waters overflowed the ° surrounding country,
and kindly watered the dry and parched land.
The consequence was an abundance of herb-
age. The long, green grass reached nearly .to
their knees, rendering comfortable progress
somewhat a difficulty. But what was a diffi-
culty to them was a luxury to the sheep and
ewattle which were eagerly devouring the sweet
grass with very evident relish close by them.

They had not gone far when they met:

several other persons walking slowly along

the river banke, while in some of the deeper
~ holes some boys were engaged in fishing, As
Betty walked along she could not help con-
trasting the difference  between - the two
streams which she had visited that morning.
How sweet this one was comparing it with
the one on the other side of the hill, which
emptied itself into the dirty, stagnant hole.

By-and-bye they sat down, and Betty’s
merry chatter caused the still air to ring
with echoes.

‘Tsn’t this a lovely spot, grandpa? asked
Betty, taking his rough hand in hers,

“Yes, dear, it is; don’t you think it is nicer
than the other one?” : s

‘A hundred times,’ answered Betty enthu-
giastically. > v .

‘And Betty, my dear girl, these two little
streams which both find their source at the

0

top of this hill have a lesson for you and
everybody in the world who looks at tnem.

‘How funny, grandpa, how can little rivers
teach us lessons? 3

‘You eee, Betty, when these two springs
burst out on the top of this hill, some fairies
heard them talking. The one on the other
side, which flows into the green hole, said that
it hoped it would always be a spring and give
forth water, but it did not want its water to
run away, like other springs did; but it
wanted all its water to flow into a big hole,
a hole big enough to hold it all, so that it
would not be wasted; and so'it ran down the
hill till it came to that big hole. “Oh, this
will do fine,” said the water, “I can flow in
here” all my life, and by and bye 1 will become
a big lake, and people will come to me and
praise me for being such a big sheet of water,
and they will sail boats on me, and swans .iul
come to swim on me, and 1 sball just be
beautiful. But I must keep all my water for
myself, even the horses and cows shall not
drink any, and I don’t think they will be
able to, either, with these high banks.”” And
80, Betty, that water has been running there
for years, but it has never yet become a big
lake, people never come to look at it, or eail
boats on it. Instead of being nice and clear,
it has become stagnant and dirty, and filthy.

‘I know why, broke in Betty. ‘Because
water that does not run always  gets stag-
nant.’

“Yes, my dear, it does. Now, the other lit-

. tle spring began to talk, too, but it was dif.

ferent to the other one. It said, “I am only
row a little spring, but some day 1 hope to be
a big river. A nice deep, clear river, with
beautiful trees and wild flowers on my banks,
6o 1 must be careful to let my waters run
vight down this hill, over the meadows, and
through the bush, and then I am sure to be a
big river, but I must keep my water running
all the time, so that it will flow over = the
meadows sometimes to make the grass grow,
and the wild flowers, and the trees. 1 wall
let the horses and cows drink from me, and
then they will Jike me because I am useful
and pretty. And the people in the world will
like me because they can walk beside me,
and sit on my banks; but oh, 1 must keep
running, and let my waters flow on, or this
can never be.”’ ;
‘And, Betty, this river has beer running
ever since, and other people are like you;
they think it is pretty, and the horses and
cows drink from it, and if you were to fol.
low it on and on you would find 1t became a
very big river and was used to supply some

‘of the large towns with water.

‘Yes, and where does the lesson come in?

asked Betty, whose face was alive with in-
erest in his story. ;
. ‘Just here, Bet{’y, but remember first that
the green pool over there became stagnant be-
cauge it got all the water, and let none run
out, but this river became big and pretty be-
cause it let the water run on instead of lock.
ing it up in a hole’ Sy

‘Well,” interrupted Betty a_nxmuely.

“Ihere are boys and girls in the world to-
day, Betty, who are just like = these two
&prings, Some are like the green, stagn_ant
pond. They get everything and give nothing.
They want everything for themselves; they
must be first in everything; they do everyth}ng
to please themselves, and don’t care anything
about other people. They are selfish, Betty,
just like the pond. Because they are selfish
people do mnot like them, and they call them
horrid things. They have very few friends,
because the other boys and girls don’t have
anything to.do with them.

Betty’s face turned red, because she saw
in the story a personal application to her-
self, but she remained silent, and listened to
her grandpa as he continued. : ;

‘And there are some children just like  this
river. They get a lot and give a lot. They
are unselfish, just like the river is unselfish.
They do’ not always want to be first. They
sometimes let other children be first, because
it will make them. happy. They will some.
times stay out of a game to let someone else
play. They give away sweets and presents
to make other children happy. They do mot
only live that they may be happy, but they
try to make other people’s lives happy also.
And when they grow up to be men and women

way down the child’s cheeks.

‘people like them, they like to be in their
company, because they are unselfish, sw-et,
and kind.

Her grandpa stopped talking, and looked
down at Betty, who was quietly sobbing to
herself. >

‘Why, my dear, what are you erying for?

‘Oh, grandpa, 1 was just thinking how much
I am hke the-stagnaunt pool,’ sobbed she.

“Yes, and so you are, my dear, but you are
young, and ean_change yourself from selfish-
ness to unselfishness if you try. You know,
Betty, you ecan only change a water-course
while it is a little one; when it grows bpig
and deep it is almost impossible.’

Poor Betty’s conscience troubled her, and
she cried loudly, she felt how selfish she had
been in the past, and there and then resolved
to be different in the future.

‘Will - you try, Betty?” asked grandpa

‘softly.. ‘You would be ever so much nicer,

and people would like you so much better?

“Yes, L will sobbed Betty, and she threw
her arms round his neck and kissed him
passionately. :

And she did try, and succeeded. The ob-
ject lesson did her good, and the little girl
that went back to Arcadia a few weeks later
was not the same that came to her grandpa
some time before. 'I'here was a great change,
for Betty was selfish when she left, and un-
selfish when she returned.—The ‘Spectator. i

In Nature's Aisles.
(John Kendrick Bangs, in ‘Harper’s Weekly.’)

The woods and dales,
And the hills and vales,
'I'hese are the church for me.
The chorus sweet
That the birds repeat,
And the paeans of the bee;

The rustling prayer
Un the &till, sweet air >
Of the leaves on the kindly trees;
The light divine
Of the soft sunshine,
And the woodland harmonies;

The sturdy strength
Of the mountain length
As it stretches athwart the sky;
The fresh clean thrill
Of the mountain rill
As it Tuns a-whispering by;

The perfumed scent
Of the meadows blent
With the pine of the balsam boughs;
And the sweet wild rose,
And the elder-blows,
And the grain in the brimming mows;

All speak to me
Of the majesty .
And glory of God above,
Who made the hills,
And the dales and rills,
And taught them to sing His love!
—_——

Joe, the ‘Seeable’ Pet.

(By Mrs. C. F. Fraser, in the ‘Presbyteriam
Wit.ess.”) :
There was great excitement in our school
for the blind one evening last week when it
was dicovered that Joe, the mischievous fox-
terrier pup, the pet of the entire household
was nowhere to be found.
‘You don’t suppose he has really run away?
said small Anna to her chum, Lexy, in an
awed whisper. ‘I'm sure 1| donm’t see where ‘he

,could get as much love as he does here.

‘Most likely he got frightened by the wind
and snow and so lost his way,’ mourned
Lexy dismally as she pressed her forehead
against the window.pane and strained her
ears for the sound of his loved bark above
the rattle of the frozen sleet, ‘and anyway
I'm sure he is starving for his supper at this
very minute,” and the salt tears coursed their

Meanwhile half a dczen boys of our school
had gone out in active search of the truant.
Round and round the mneighboring blocka
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they paced, lustily calling ‘Joe, Joe,’ stopping
to ask passers-by if they had chanced to meet
a brown and white fox-terrier, and ringing
the bells of private houses to inquire if the
missing pet could possibly be harbored wiia-
in. But though everybody showed a lively
interest in their quest and new searchers were
impressed at each turn of the way, mo dog
was found, and presently by omes and twos
the disappointed lads came back to the school.
Then just as we were about deciding that our
pet must have been lured away by some dog-
gtealer, Joe found himself. Where he had
been we will probnbly never know, but just
at the moment when our younger pupils troop-
ed off to bed, an excited httle dog dashed
into the front porch and in shrill high barks,
a score of times repeated, seemed to shout
triumphantly, ‘I'm home, 1'm home.

And wasn't there a jubilee over his return!
Meachers and pupils rejoiced alike over the
vigorously barked tidings, and 1 am quite
gure that Anna and Lexy gave special thanks
at their bedtime prayers because Joe. had
come home to be loved and cared for cmce
more.

‘How comes it that the pupils are so fond
of that dog? asked an interested but non-
dog_loving neighbor as he came in next morn-
ing to ask if the missing animal had been
found. ‘I should think they would be in ¢on-
stant terror of being snapped at or even bit.
ten, and for my part, I am quite sure that L
could never be fond of a pet that 1 eould not
Beq.”

Small Anna overheard the somewhat slight-
ing remark. She had already been greatly
overwrought first with anxiety over the loss
and then with joy over the return, and this
combined with quick indignation gave her
unusual volubility.

‘Joe is the most “sceable” kind of a dog’
ghe cried. ‘He does all sorts of things to let
us know that he is about. Sometimes he pat-
ters on the floor with his feet, or jumps up
against us as we run, or perhaps he puts his
dear cold mnose imto our hands just for
sociability’s sake, and" sometimes, when be
wants us to tickle him, he rolls over on his
back and makes funny gurgling noises to at-
tract our attention until we do as he wants
us to. He doesn’t talk exactly, of course, but
he has a dozen different ways of barking, and
each bark has its own meaning, and he under-
stands every single thing we say to him. But
as for enapping or biting, why Joey wouldn't

think of doing such a thing to a pupil ’cause

he just loves us all like we love him. Some-
times, though,” she added truthfully, ‘*he does
a few things that he shouldn’t, but all pup-
pies are like that when they are young, and
g0 we don’t mind if he does sometimes tear
up our handkerchiefs, bite the fingers out of
our gloves and run away with our shoes.
The neighbor’s face was very gentle as he
fooked at the earnest, little speaker. ‘L -can

 gée now that he is a great pleasure to you
- @mlly he said, softly.

Anna was quick to accept the implied
apology. ‘You see; she replied, ‘Lexy and 1
always give him his bath, so, of course, wa
feel even better acquamted with Joe than
most of the pupils, and we know all hig cun.
ning ways.’ 5

‘Does he enjoy his bath?” questioned the

Anna nodded proudly. ‘Kvery Thursday

~ might 1 go to the superintendent’s rooms for

him,” she said. ‘Most often 1 find him lying
on the big soft rug betore the open fire, but

‘the sound of my wvoice 18 always enough to

make him run to me and erouch close to my
feet so that 1 can lift him up jand carry him
off. Bathing him is great fun,’ she went on,
confidentially. ‘We get everything ready be-
forehand, of course, and I put him in the tub,
lather him all over with soap, scrub him well
wit}x a little brush, land then rinse him off in
fresh water. Sometimes he is very frolicsome
and splashes us all over, but Lexy is always
ready to rub him down with the crash towel
before he gets too lively. He loves to be
sprinkled with perfume, too, and one of the
teachers often lends wus her bottle, but he
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liked it still better the night that we puffed
him all over with violet powder. He cer-
tainly does like mice smells,

‘But once,” and here Anna laughed merrily
at the remembrance, ‘he was so very full of
mischief that he got quite ahead of Lexy and
me, for he ran away from us just when he
was at his slipperiest and soapiest, and wherz2
do you suppose we found him but in the great
dormitory jumping gaily from bed to bed,
shaking the soapsuds out of him at every leap,
and barking and wagging his dear stubby tail
as if he was possessed. We had to get the
matron to help us catch him, and a pretty
race he led us up and down the big room.
By the time we had got him, the coverlids
and pillows were all ‘awry, and the matron
said that the room was *a disgraceful sight,”
but somehow, she did not seem to care much,
though it did take her a good whie to
straigthen it, for you sce she s just as fond
of Joe as the rest of us’

After Anna had gone our friend turned to
me in surprise. ‘I had not the least idea that
a blind child would love a pet like that, he
exclaimed. -

‘Blind children are exactly like other chil-
dren in this as well as in other respects’ 1L
replied. “Joe quickly found out tais impor-
tant fact and realized at an early day that
the only way in which they differed from
other boys and girls was that they did not
see him with their eyes. After that he seemed
to study the situation and to adapt himself
to the demands it made on him. You would
smile to see him going about among the pupils
wheedling them with his knowing ways. One
boy he always challenges with short, staccato
barks until he persuades him into a romp.
Another he approaches stealthily intent on
rifling a certamn pocket of a fascinating
tangle of string, and he shows a lively appre-
ciation of these who are apt to carry about
a supply of sweets.

‘But does he never get in their way or trip
them up? was the question.

‘Joe is far too clever to make such a mis.
take,” I Jaughed. ‘If he is in a playful mood,
he will perhaps contest my right to pass over
the threshold and put up a mock battle of

_growl and gleaming teeth, but let a sightless

pupil come along and he is out of the way in
a flash. In his first days here, before he
realized that many of our household did not
see him, he was stepped on once or twice, and
since then he has shown great discretion in
getting out of the way of all sightless per-
sons.

‘But here he comes to speak for hims:lf;
I added as an intelligent, pointed face thrust
itself through the crack of the door, and Joe
all a satiny gloss from his frequent bathings
and with the airs and graces which he e
serves especially for strangers, proceeded to
introduce himself. So irresistible was he from
the cock of his saucy ears to the merry wag
of his be-shortened tail, that the heart of the
non-dog-lover ‘melted in an instant.

T don’t wonder the pupils were so dis-
tressed by his loes’ he said as he stooped to
stroke the pretty head, “for from what I have
heard I can well believe that Joe, the unseen
pet, is a most lovable, and as Anna, said, a
“most secable little dog.”’ ‘

‘61 Want to Know!’
(By Hilda Richmond.) !

Cousin Amelia Spencer had been vigiting the
family from ‘down east,” and the young people
were much amused to near her trequent ex-
clamation, ‘I want to know!’ Not that they
were rude enough to laugh, or even Jook as
if their western cars were = eurprised, 'but
among the many odd words and expressions
they heard, this was more often on the oid
lady’s lips than any other. And Cousin
Amelia really wanted to know. She was as
alert and active as in the days of her youth,
though her hair was white and her kind face
seamed with many wrinkles. She had the
liveliest interest in everything about her,
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and the whole family was sorry when she zew
turned to her old home.

‘I used to think eastern people used that
expression as a mere bit of slang or expres=
sion of surprise,” said FKanny, the evening
after Cousin Amelia went home, ‘but she
really is interested. Lots of times L pretend
P'm anxious to hear what people have to say,'
when I’'m tired of them, but Cousin Ameua
wanted to find out everything she could”

‘L don’t like these curlous, prying old
ladies,” remarked John Trent, coming uin mn
time to catch the last of the conversation.
‘Always asking ‘questions anda running to teil
everything they find out.

‘Cousin Amelia jsn’t a bit like that!’ said
Fanny indignantly, ‘She never gossips.’

‘Indeed she doesn’t,” said Uncle lhiugh, join-
ing the little group of young foiks. ‘She is a
living rebuke to the young people of the day
in that she really takes an active interest in
everything and everybody about her. Une
might almost say her motto is, I want ta
know,” whereas the rising generation marched
serenely along with “1 want to teach!” for 3
rallying cry. The other day some one asked
James Rhodes to go along to a little gather.
ing of country people, but he said loftaly
that he had nothing in common with those
people, and remained at home. Judge Flint
was there that evemng and was an interested
listener to the talk on farming. tle told me
afterward that the conversation would be
of immense benefit to him in a certain case
that comes up next week, so L feit rather
sorry for James when | remembered that ne
had said in the presence of the judge that ne
had nothing in common with country people.’

‘But: what good would a knowledge of farm-
ing do James, since he is studymg to be an
electrical engineer? asked one of the boys,
respectfully.

‘Not any, perhaps, but it would do him &
vast amount of good to learn that other
people in the world know something besides
himself. He is actually getting lop-sided re-
fusing to mix with people. Yo hear him talk
one would think there was nothing important
in life but the subject of electricity, He is
neglecting to cultivate the lLittle gentlemanly
graces of life, and making himself a nuisance
to his friends by his superior airs and pro.
found contempt for unlearned people—that
is, people whom he classes as unlearned. L
hear that he has given up Sunday school and
church because they are apt to intrude on his
work.

‘I thought it was a sign of genius to be &0
absorbed in one’s work as to exclude every.-
thing else,’ said anny.

‘My wear Fanny, did you ever hear of a
genius who went about explaining to the pub-
lic the importance of his work and the in-
significance of everything else in hfe? "There
are men so engrossed in study and good work
as to be oblivious of everything around them,
but they do not slight people intentionally.
Great people are always ready to acknowledge
their indebtedness to common folks and are
willing to learn from any source that pre-
sents iteelf.

My Story.
(John M’Neill, in the London ‘Baptist’) !
I was big enough and old enough to join

the church, but 1 knmew 1 had not the great
qualification. 1 knew my father and mother

‘wished me to join, but I was not going to

the Lord’s table simply to please them. In
my perplexity I wrote to my minister. 1 put
it like this: ‘Minister, 1 believe on the Lord
Jesus Christ, all about Jesus, and ail the Bible
says of sin and salvation and heaven and
hell. T believe all about it, but 1 don’t feel
one bit better. There is aomething wrong.’

Two or three days afterward 1 saw the post-
mark, and I knew my minister’s handwriting,
I will never forget reading that letter. Dear
old man! T helped bury him over a year
ago. The letter read:

You will never know unless you should
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become a minister yourself, how glad I am
to get a frank, open, honest letter from you
about your spiritual condition, even altuough
you are evidently all in the dark. John, you
would quote the text of Acts xiv., 31, as if it
read, “Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and
you will feel easier;” instead of, “Believe on
the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be
saved.” God says it. Never mind your feel-
ings.’

It was like the lifting of a curtain for me,
and T saw the whole spiritual region etand.
ing in an outline bold and clear. No great
feeling even then. It was a case of meeing
What the eyes are to the body, faith is to
the soul. 1 was saved. 1 didn’t shout. 1 took
a walk, alone. 1 remember that morning say-
ing to myself: ‘Has the station been white-
washed?”  The very dingy brick wall ail
covered with smoke and soot from the en-
gines, looked whiter. 1t was not the walls,
it was my mind, that was brightened, because
now, in the Seriptural sense, 1 knew the Lord
was mine. 1 didn’t say anything, and the

next morning I woke up, and my heart --as
just like a fire you nad left burning over
night, and 1 was as cold as could be. The

devil said, ‘It’s all a noax’ But L got grake
to fight that battle. The minister said L was
not to consult my fteelings, and I rallied my-
self. ‘Has God’s Word altered through the
night?” ‘No.’ ‘Has Acts xiv.,, 31, altered?
‘No” Then nothing has altered that I am
resting on, nothing but my feelings. And you
don’t need to rest on your feelings. You are
saved by trusting the Lord Jesus Christ.

The Art of Doing Without.

(By Minnie Leona Upton, in the ‘St.
Nicholas.”)

There’s a beautiful art that is sadly neglected,

And daily I wonder to see it rejected

By eome who’d be healthy and wealthy and
wise,

By just condescending to open their eyes,

And look at things fairly, with never
pout— /

I refer to the fine art of doing without.,

a

‘Why, that’s nothing wonderful!’ maybe
you'll gay,

‘I do without things that L want every day!’

Quite likely you do, but how do you do it—

With good grace, or a face that’s as blue as

a bluet? ;

There’s a wonderful difference (just jot that
down)

Between giving up things with a emile or a
frown;

And that is precicely vhe difference between

The artist and bungler—you see what I mean.

You can’t do as you like? Then do as you
can;

I'm sure you will find it the very best plan.

Can’t have what you want? Take what you
can get; '

No better device has been patented yet.

’Tis the bravest and blithest and best way by
far

Not to let little losses your happiness mar.

Tie an art that meeds practice; of trat
there’s no doubt,

But ’tis worth it—this fine art of doing with-
out.

If I Were a Voice,

If I were a voice—a ive wvolice—
That could travel the wide world through,
I would fly on the wings of the morning light,
And speak to men with a gentle might,
And tell them to be true.
T'd fly—I'd fly o’er land and sea,
Wherever a human heart might be,
Telling a tale or singing a song

- In praise of the right, in blame of the wrong.

—Charles Mackay.

Your Pastor.

Pleage aliow the *Northern Messenger to
your pastor. ‘At first sight he may not ap-
preciate its intrinsic worth. But you can tell
him how much more interesting ‘t is than the
ordinary Sunday School paper, and you can
also assure him that it is very much cheaper

§

than any other of its size—the price to Sum-

e

day Schools being just half the regular rate.
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The Story of a Little Mouse
Who Wished to Live
- Outdoors.

A wee, wee mouse once lived under the
roots of an old pine tree in the woods of
northern Michigan.  Dhis wee mouse knew
nothing about winter, because his mother kept
him cuddled safely at ome until Jack KFrost
packed his icicles and the sowbth wind had
swept the last snowbank from the evergreen
forest. He thought that flowers always
bloomed, that birds always sang, and uaat
summer sunshine ever warmed the earth.
be sure the mouse was young, or he might
have wondered why the squirrel stored so
many nuts, and why the big bear wore his
heavy coat.

Long, happy months passed before the lit-
tle mouse missed the birds and flowers or felt
the chill of autumn. Then he noticed that
mouse families were leaving the woods a
dozen at a time.

One morning as the wee mouse sat shiver.
ing in the doorway of his home under the
roots of the old pine tree he saw his neigh-
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every move they made, and when he saw a
chance he hopped straight into one of three
trunks in the sitting room. ''he pre-ty
mother and the father were packing the
trumke.

‘I have been putting the children’s clothes im
here,” said the pretty mother, bending above
the place where the wee mouse was hiding.
Then she laughed. ‘Somebody—a emall boy,
of course—pounded a nail in the side of vus
trunk,’ she explained, ‘so it has a good-sized
air hole in it. 1 hid the hammer."

While the pretty mother talked she almos#
touched the little mouse again and again as
she put Marion’s shoes in the trunk, his Sun.
day suit, his everyday waists and trousers,
his nighties and stockings, and ever so many
of Dale’s and Harry’s small belongings.

‘Now what shall 1 do with this fruit cake?
she asked. ‘It was given to us for cur lunch;
but as we are not. going to bother with a
lunch on the train, 1 dom’t know what to do
with it unless I pack it in the trunk.’ And
into the trunk went the fruit cake.

The next thing the wee mouse knew he was
almost smothered beneath the weight of many
garments. Down came the cover of the

v‘i’mw.mwm«-n,_
2Ty

bor step forth from beneath a stump «nd
peep timidly abont. . 3

‘Farewell, brother, said the neighbor in
mouse language. ‘It is growing too cold o
stay here longer. ¢

‘But where are you going? asked the wee
mouse,, ‘L will go too if you kmow where to
find the summer.

‘Summer? echoed neighbor mouse. ‘Only
birds can find the summer. Has no one told
you about Jack Frost and winter smow and
iK’e‘l?\Io,’ replied the wee mouse in tones so sad
that neighbor mouse felt sorry for him.
‘Come, dittle fellow,” he advised, ‘come wita
m(gnowﬂa,kes were beginning to fall, and the
wind sang so dismally among the pines that
the wee mouse was glad to follow his friend.
On the way through the woads neighbor
mouse told the wee, wee mouse all he knew
of winter, and the more the wee mouse heard
the sadder he felt. ‘Do live in a house instead
of green woods, to travel up and down plas.
tered walls instead of leaping thmough the
golden sunshine among the wild flowers and
mosses did not please him. He wished to
live out of doors.

It was night when neighbor mouse and toe
wee, wee mouse reached the pretty mother’s
home. Her boys—Daile, Mamion, and Harry—
were in their little beds asleep, or they mignt
have eeen the two mice when they darted
through an open door.

As days went by ‘the wee, wee mouse grew

‘homesick for the woods, although whenever

he stuck his tiny mose outdoors Jack Frost
was there to give it a nip. Snow was every-
where. Daytimes the little fellow kept out
of sight; but evenings he ' scrambled about,
picking up crumbs and tasting whatever was
left uncovered fim the pantry.

One night the pretty mother and the father
of the thmee boys sat up much later than
usual, Of course the' wee mouse couldn’t
understand what they said, because they
didn’t talk mouse language; but he watcehed

trunk, snap went the key in the loek; and the
next day, albthough he didn’t know 1t, the wes
mouse was on his way to southern Cali-
fornia.

Bumpety bump, bang, bang, and over end
went the trunk. "I'hen ‘Choo-:hoo-choo, ding.
a-ling-a_ling, toot-toot’  lthe train had
started.

At first the wee mouse 'was frightened by
the noise. Yet there,was the fruit cake when
he was hungry; and if he felt smothered, there
was the air hole. On and on went the traim,
across the plains, over the mountains,' and
through the desert. Dale, Marion, and Harxry
knew why they went so slowly, ‘puff-puff-puff,
choo-choo-choo,” over the mountains. 4
saw the big engines—ome in front, publing the
train, ome behind, pushing up, up, up the
steep, rocky sides. Somet-ixmés the cars stop.
ped with a short, sudden jerk that sent the
thrree little boys tumbling in a heap and woke
the wee moues from dreams of -he forest.
Oh, how he longed to get out of doors!

Crossing the desert, sand sifted through the
air hole in the trunk, pelting the wee mouse
on the nose and filling his ears and eyes.

At last the bumping, ,banging, ~thumping,
and jerking ceased. le, Marion, and Baby
Harry had reached the end of the journey,
and the wee mouse left the train. Perhaps
he wondered what would happen next, when
the trunks were unpacked in the sitting room
of the new cottage in the San Bernardino
Valley. He certainly Kept ever so still, al-
though Dale, Marion, and Harry danced aboat
the trumk, talking all at the same time.

‘Here, Marion, are your shoes,’ said the
pretty mother. But as she lifted ome, out
jumped the wee mouse, hitting her kerplumk!

in the face, and making her scream so loud

the father came in to see what was the
matter, and Dale and Marion and Harry
langhed until they cried.

As for the wee mouse; out he skipped
through the open door. One minute he paused,
aniffing the air sweet with the perfume of
roses and green things growing—air rnging
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with the song of wild birds and as warm as
summer in his own home woods. No wonder
he ran by leaps and bounds toward the moun-
tains. Ever after the wee mouse lived out-
doors. x

At least half of this story is the exact
truth.—Frances Margaret Fox.

War—Slavery.

Oh for a lodge in some vast wilderness,
Some boundless contiguity of shade,
here rumor of oppression and deceit,
Of unsuccessful or successful war,
Might never reach me more. My
pained,
My soul is sick, with every day’s report
wrong and outrage with which earth is
filled,

ear I8

There is no flesh in man’s obdurate heart—

It does not feel for man: the natural bond

Of brotherhood is severed as the flax

That falls asunder at the touch of fire.

He finds his fellow guilty of a skmn

Not colored like his own; and having power

To enforce the wrong, for such a worthy
cause

Dooms and devotes him as a lawful prey.

Lands intersected by a parrow frith

Abhor each other. Mountains interposed

Make enemies of nations, who had else,

Like kindred drops, been mingled into one.

Thus man devotes his brother, and destroyé;

And, worse than all, and most to be deplored

As human nature’s broadest, foulest blot,

Chaing him, and tasks him, and exacts his
sweat

With stripes, that Mercy with
heart

Weeps when she sees inflicted on a beast.

Then what ‘is man? And what man, seeing
this,

And having human feelings, does not blush

And hang his head to think himeelf a man?

a bleeding

I would not have a slave to till my ground,

To carry me, to fan me while 1 sleep,

And tremble when I wake, for all the wealtn

That sinews bought and sold have ever earned.

No: dear as freedom is, and in my heart’s

Just estimation prized above all price,

T had much rather be myself the slave,

And wear the bonds, than fasten them on
him. :

Then why

We have no slaves at home.

abroad?
And they themselves,
wave
That parts us, are emancipate and loosed.
Slaves cannot breabhe in lngland; if their
lungs .
Receive our air, that moment they are free:
They touch our country, and their shackles
fall, '
That is noble, and bespeaks a mnation proud
‘And jealous of the blessing. spread it then,
And let it circulate through every vein
Of all your empire; vhat where Britain’s
power '

Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too.
—Cowper.

once ferried o'er the

el

Margaret’s Slumming.
‘Well, what’s up for to-day, Eleanor? asked

: Mr. Greenleaf at the breakfast-table of the

pretty niece who was spending her spring
vacation in his home. :

‘’m trying to coax Margaret to take me to
the elumsge she replied; and at that word
Miargaret’s brow puckered into a frown.

‘We've been studying eociology ab college,’
continued Eleanor, ‘and I'd like to see the
slums of a ecity”’ - #it

‘Well, Margaret can do slumming to the
queen’s state. She’ll show you how,” said Mr.
Greenleaf, and smiled proudly at his daughter.

She could not help looking up brightly, and,

as if his words had given her a new idea, she .

exclaimed, ‘Yes, it is a good day for the
city! Let’s get started early’

‘What arve you wrapping up those flowers
for? Eleanor had asked her before they leig
home; but when they stepped from the car
and were greeted all along. ~the narrower
streets by children, who bent eager eyes on

~ their blossoms, Eleanor understood.

‘One more for my baby sister, begged a

-moods, but from
Desperation has had more to do

rough-looking girl, and she guarded the flower
tenderly.

As they stopped in another group of chil.
dren farther on, they heard a weak voice
above them cry wistfully, ‘O Joe!’ and a pale
boy answered, ‘Yes, all right, Annie, Ill save
you mine. She’s sick,’” he explained.

‘Oh, take her some tulips!’ cried Eleanor,
and they heard him spring up the stairs, two
steps at a time.

Presently Margaret stopped at a rickety
tenement, and the girls climbed to the third
story . back, where a lame girl greeted them
joyfully. Ileanor was surpriced to see how
quickly they were all three visiting merrily
together. They left a book and some carna.
{ions with her, and as they picked their way

_down-stairs, Margaret said:

‘She’s the happiest girl now, and really
earns almost emough to support herself since
1 taught her to make paper flowers and to
knit. She’ll rent those carnations to the girls
who are going to parties. She has a won-
derful influence over them, and over the other
families in the tenement. Oh, here’s my o«
Maggie!’ she exclaimed, as a woman with a
shawl over her head came toward them,
beaming.

“Well, if it ain’t Miss Margaret!’ she eried.
‘Oh, thank you! Il put it in water, lval
remind me of your own sweet face,’ amnd she
stopped and chatted a moment.

‘She sorubs the floors at the settlement,’
Margaret explained, as she and MKleanor hur-
ried along to their next call. In a school-
room full of dark-eyed Russian tots they were
welcomed by a gay little teacher.

‘I thought the children would emjoy these
tulips,’ said Margaret.

‘Oh, yes, and they’ll paint them, too,” and
teacher and children smiled on the visitors.
They sang some of their songs, and almost
before she knew it Eleanor was at the piamo,
singing for them. As dhe girls left they ar-
ranged for the teacher to spend Saturday
picking wild flowers with them.

‘We've just time for ome call in “Little
Russia,”’ announced Margaret, ‘before we
take lunch at the eettlement.’

It was a call on the funniest, most vivacious
little woman, who sold them a brass teakettle
and told Margaret all her troubles in the
livelist manmer, while Eleanor sat fascinabed
by the chestnut false front which decorated
the otherwise black head.

‘Well, how did you find the slums? ask
Mr. Greenleaf at dinner-time. ;

‘Why, well, hesitated Kleamor, ‘I domt
think we saw much of them, but we had a
lovely timé, and saw ever so many interest-
ing people and some of the dearest children
and the sweetest lame girl’

‘Yes,” said Mr. Greemleaf, smiling, ‘that’s

.what youll always find the slums to be lke

—if you go with Margaret.’— Youth’s Com-
panion.’

Waiting for the Moeod.

‘Do you wait until you are just in the
right mood for your work and find yourself
full of your subject? inquired a curious lady
of the author whose writings she had often
read and admired. ‘Do you just write from
inepiration?

‘No; it’s from desperation, chiefly,” was the
answer, though given with emiling lips and
twinkling eyes. i

There is little of the world’s work of any
sort done by those who wait for ‘moods.”
Special moods and illuminations do come, 1n-
deed, but they are seldom vouchsafed to those
who stand waiting tor them; they come in-
stead to the busy worker already pushing
forward at his best pace with the light and
ability he has. 1t is wonderful, too, how
many good things are born of desperation, of
the urgent necessity that must find a way
that dare not fail. 'The inventions, the enter.
prises, the great movements that have blessed
mankind have come not from waiting for
pressing need that would

not wait.
with the march of human events than has any
brilliant illumination of genius—at least 1t
has been desperation on the earthward side,
however it may have tbeen spelled in heaven.
‘Must’ is not a bad word for humanity. ‘1t

_ig not the worst thing in the world for a man
‘to find himseelf hemmed in,’ says some one.

With ‘the Red Sea before, the enemy I tne
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rear, and impassable rocke on each hand,
the outlook becomes the uplook, and that is
the only way to link desperation w.th inspiras
tion.—'Forward. §

Drop a Pebble in the Water.

(Gus Williams, in the ‘N. C. Advocate.’)

'Drop a pebble in the water; just a splash and

it is gone,

But there’s half a hundred ripples eircling om’
and on and on,

Spreading, spreading from the centre, flowing
on out to the sea,

And there ain’t no way of telling where tha
end is going to be.

Drop a pebble in the water; in a minute you
forget,

But there’s little waves a-flowing, and there’s
ripples cireling yet,

And those little waves a-flowing to a great
big wave have grown,

And yowve disturbed a mighty nriver, just by
dropping in a stone. :

Drop an unkind word or careless; in a minute
it is gone, :

.But there’s half a hundred ripples circling on

and on and on.

They keep spreading, spreading,
from the centre as they go,

And there ain’t no way to stop them once
you've started them to flow. :

Drop an unkind word, or careless; in a minute
you forget,

But there’s little waves a-flowing and there’s
ripples cireling yet, ;

And perhaps in some ead heart a mighty
wave of tears you’ve stirred,

And disturbed a life that’s happy when you
dropped that unkind word.

spreading

Drop a word of .cheer and kindness; in a
minute it is gone,

But there’s half a hundred ripples cireling on
and on and on,

Bearing hope and joy and comfort on
splashing, dashing wave,

Till you wouldn’t believe the volume of the
one kind word you gave.

Drop a word of cheer and
minute you forget,

But there’s gladness still a_swelling and there’s
joy a-cireling yet, 3

And youw've rolled a wave of comfort, whos
sweet music can be heard

Over miles and miles of water, just by drop.-
ping a kind word.

each

kindness; in a

CANADIAN PICTORIAL.

—

NEW YEAR’S NUMBER,

Nearly 2,000 square inches of beautiful
pictures are crowded into the January
igsue of the ‘Canadian Pictorial’—everyone
of them of interest to Canadians, The
cover in a deep blue is a fine reproduction
o an oil painting showing ‘New Year's
Morning’ dawning over a lonely Canadian
farm house. Canadian winter scenes are
well represented, such as chopping in the
Ontario bush, splitting the home firewood,
the first enow along the rivulet, sunlight
in the snow-clad woods. The recent open-
ing of the Canadian Parliament supplies
some  capital pictures—the entrance of the
Governor-General, and a page of charming
debutantes at the drawing-room. Another
couple of pages show the adventures of the
men, truly ‘soldiers of the camera,’ who
brave unknown perils to secure news ple-
tures, The centenary of Joseph Brant, the
great chief of the Six Nations, is also re-
precented in this delightful number, Bight
sovereigns in ome group, taken at the re-
cent unique gathering at Windsor Castle,
as well as the picture of twenty-five Roy.l.i
personages, including the -King and Queea
and their guests, will be of special interest.
This issue contains also some particularly
fine animal pictures, including a magnifi-
ficent leopard shot by a missionary in the

forest ol West Africa, and photographed
by his wife. e
The Women’s Department contains &

splendid Plctum of Lady Evelyn Grey; ar-
ticles on ‘Queen Victoria’s Letters,” ‘House.
%01{’1 ’Management,’ ‘The Toilet,’ and ‘The
aby. :
The news of the month in picture and
comments, wit and humor, ete., etc., makeg
~up a very full and interesting iesue, a
pleasure for one’s own table, and just the
tbing to sénd. as a New Year's greeting to
friends at a distance. No nicer New Year's
card than this, =
Only ten cents a copy. One dollar &
year. The ‘Pictorial’ Publishing Co., 142
St. Peter street, Montreal.
’m‘P!a-ce your order NOW, or it may be too
e.



The Winning Dell.

(By Ella Beecher Gittings, in‘ The
“Congregationalist and Christian

World 2

The Sunday-school was giving an
entertainment to raise money for

a new library, For over a month -

the teachers and children had been
practising and planning and going
to rehearsals, Catherine wished
she could speak a piece on the
beautitully trimmed platform be-
fore all the people, asSister Fannie
was zoing to do, but they said she
was too little. Her class was to do
nothing but sing some little kin-
dergarten songs that were ‘as old
as the hille’—so teasing Brother
Rob told her.

Even Rob had a piece to speak
all by himself, and was going to
wear a splendid soldier’s uniform,
with brass buttons and a tin sword
with red tassels on it, and say some
versesabout ¢ fighting for the right’
and being a soldier in ‘an army of
the Lord.’

As for Fannie’s part—OQ! that
was too splendid for anything.
There were six little girlsin it and
pach was to take her favorite doll
and dress it up just as beautifully
»s she possibly could—and each
doll was to carry a cute little basket
on its arm. They had to pin the
sleeves up to its waist so the basket

would not slip off. The six little

girls were to stand on the platform
with their dolls in their arms, and
each one recite a verse about her
own particular doll. This was
Fannie’s verse :

‘My dolly has come straight from Paris
Her name is Annabel Lee,

And that she is perfeetly l-&vely;/
Is a8 plain as plain can be,

before the entertainment.

Though dressed in the height of fashion
She isn’t the least bit proud,

Although she sees fastened upon her
The eyes of all this crowd.

She carries this dear little basket,

That all who like her looks,

May drop some money within it

To buy our Sunday-school books,’

When each had spoken her piece
the little girls were to march down
from the platform with their dolls
in their arms and stand them in a
row on the table im front, Then
the people of the audience were to
come forward and put their money
in the basket of the doll they liked
best. Fannie was perfectly sure
that her doll would get the most
money, for how could any one help
seeing that she was the most beau-
tiful doll in town.

*Isn’t it lovely, Annabel,’” she
said to her as she tucked her into
her beautiful brass bed the night
“Isn’t
it lovely that you can help buy our
new library? I just know you
will have a basket full of money,
won’t you dear ?

But Annabel’s eyes were shut;
she was probably asleep. At any
rate she did not answer, but only
smiled—as she always did. Fannie
said her prayers and jumped into
bed beside Catherine, who had not
gone to sleep, but lay looking very
sober, with her favorite doll, Nok-
omis, clasped in her arms.

"1 should think,” said Fannie,
putting her pillow into place, ‘that
if you must sleep with that horrid
Indian doll, you would at least have
a clean xmightg\ewn for it. Ugh!
put it on the other side of you. I
don’t like that leathery smell.’

‘Nokomis isn’t “hawid” either,
And Indians don’t wear ¢ night-

— —al

gowns.” She’s got a nice beady
dress, lots prettier’'n Annabel’s,
and I fink she might have some
“libery”” money too.”

‘The idea!” exclaimed Fannie;
and Catherine and Nokomis turned
over with a flop, just as Mamma
came in to say good-night and put
out the light.

No one could quite understand
why Catherine loved her Indian
doll hetter than all the rest. Cer-
tainly no one but Catherine thought
her beautiful. She was made of
buckskin, with a queerly painted
face and straight black hair with a
feather sticking up in it = Some-
times the teather got lost out or
broken, but Catherine could al ways
find another in the chicken yard or
Mamma’s duster. Indeed that was
the only thing about her wardrobe
that needed care.

Her buckskin dress, lezgings and
moccasins were embroidered with
gayly-colored beads and trimmed
with buckskin fringe, and all was
sewed tight so that she was ready
to go with Catherine ata moment's
notice, wherever she chose 1o take
her—and she could take her any-
where without mussing her clothes.
If the wind tipped her buggy over
when she went out to ride, there
was no hat to blow off or earthen
head to break or curls to muss,
Altogether she was a very com-
fortable doll, and Catherine loved
her better every day, in _spite of
the fun that Fannie and Rob made
of her, »

The next day Catherine spent

more time than usual with Nokomis -

and talked to her a good deal. In
the afternoon she carefully brushed -
the buckskin dress and picked out

*
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its fringes. She washed the painted
face, smoothed the straight black
h"ur and found a glossy new feather
for it. Then she stood her up in
the corner and looked at her with
Bmiling approval,

‘You are pretty, Nokomis,’ she
said. ‘I don’tcare whosays you're
not. And you want to get money
for the libery just as much as those

¢ other dolls, don’t you, Nokomis?
. And you ehall, too. Now don’t
you tell anybody, dear, will you?
It's going to be a surprise. Don’t
you like surprises, Nokomis? I do.
Everybody does, I guess. I've got
things all fixed—only your basket.
- Idon’t know what we'll fix for a
~ basket. Oh! yes I do! wait a
 Minute, Nokomis.

And Catherine ran to her doll’s
trunk and took out a Mexican
gombrero that belonged to the doll
that went camping with her last
Bummer.

¢See! this will be just the thing.
- Wecan tiestringsright’round your
- arm for a handle—there! Now let
- me pin your sleeve tight to your
dress. Now you're all ready. and
- -your basket’ll hold lots and lots of
' ‘money. It's prétty big, dearie,
- and maybe it'll be heavy to earry
when it’s full, but Indiansare awf’ly
strong you know-—specially the
. squaws. Mamma says they carry
~ all the heavy things. You are a
squaw, aren’t you, Nokomis?
‘Now, I shall have to hide you
 till it’s time to go, because if they
- Bee” your basket they may guess
BOmethmg, and that would spoil
the surprise. Besides'—Catherine’s
face flushed a httle——-—‘they mlght
not let us do it. And we're going
~ to, aren’t we, dear? I'm going to
= put you in my muff—I'm glad it is
: ,'., good big one—and no one will
 guess anythm * You can lie still
~ there and keep nice and warm till
it’s time to go on the platform.
- There! You won’t mind the dark
- a little while. Indians are very
- brave, you know, Good-by, dear.’
2 ‘I don’t believe you'll need your
- muff’ Mamma said, when they
~ were all ready to start and Cather-
ine took it from her drawer. ‘It's
~ not very cold and it will be one
~ more thing to look after.
0, Mamma, do let me take it!
- I'll keep it right by me on the seat

£

and T’ll be sure to ’member it.
Please, Mamma, do.’

No one guessed how fast her
little heart was beating or what joy
came into it when Papa said:

¢Let the child take it if she
wants to, Come, we shall be late.’

And no one saw what a squeeze
she gave patient Nokomis as she
danced along by her father’s side
out into the bright moonlight, on
the way to the church. True to
her promise, she kept the muff
‘right by’ her, tucking it under the
seat when she went to sing with
her class, When they came back
from the platform she whispered to
the little girl who sat at the end of
the seat, next to the aisle,and asked
her to change places. Then, when
no one was looking, she slipped
Nokomis out of the muff and laid
her on the seat with the skirt of
her fluffy white dress spread over
her.

Tremblingly Catherine waited
until the six little girls, with
Fannie at their head, tripped
proudly down the aisle with their
beautifully-dressed dolls in their
arms, and just as the last one
passed her,she and Nokomis slipped
out and followed. It was all so
quickly done that no one had time
to stop her before they mounted
the platform,

Bravely she stood her ground in
spite of the nudge and whispered
‘Go back’ of the girl who stood
next to her, And a queer little
figure she made beside those larger
girls, with her flushed face and
downcast eyes and the funny Indian
doll with the big sombrero basket

hanging to her fringed arm. She

did not dare look where Mamma
and Papa sat, for fear they would
motion her to come down., If she
had she would have seen Mamma’s
face very red and Papa shaking
with silent laughter.

When the girl next to her had
spoken her piece, Catherine held
Nokomis forward at arm’s length
and said in a cle.\r determined
voice :

¢ Her name’s Nokomis. “She’s”
prettiest of all! Please put lots
of money in her basket!’

. Then she ylelded to the mdlg-
nant punch of her neighbor, who
thou«ht she had spoﬂed thempxece,

THE MESSENGER. 11

and headed the procession down
from the platiorm, amid shouts of
laughter and applause. Straight
to the table she marched —she had
seen it all done at rehearsals—and
stood Nokomis against the rack
made to hold the dolls; and when
the ‘next girl’ would have taken
her off, there were cries of *No!
No! Let her be! from the audience.

And when, as it had been plan-
ned, the people came forward, first
from one aisle and then the other,
so much money was dropped into
the sombrero basket that it pulled

Nokomis over and she had to be’

securely propped to stand the strain,
Of course the other baskets were
not entirely neglected, for that
would not have been fur, but
Nokomis was the favorite. When
a man, with a bald head and a
smiling face, crowned the over-
flowing sombrero with a shining
gold piece, everybody knew that
Nokomis had ‘won out’ for the
library, and they all cheered azain.

After that who could scold
Catherine ? .

“Wasn't it a good “supprise?” she
asked, as she trotted happily home.
‘I told Fannie that Nokomis was
prettiest and she just wouldn’t
believe me!’

The Train to Sleeptown.

(By Gertrude O. Gaskill, in the
Australian ‘Christian World.’)

I know a little traveller
Who every single night

Starts upon a vloﬁg journey
‘That lasts till broad daylight.

Her ticket reads, ‘Sleeptown Ex-

~ press’
Stamped ‘Papa’s Good Night
Kiss’;
And when she pays him with a
hug, :

He says: ‘I thank you, Miss.

Remember, too, that on this train,
You tightly close your eyes:

And no one reaches Sleepy Town
Who talks or laughs or cries.

8o when the sandman engmeer
His engine bell has rung,

The passenger for Sleepy Town
Must surely hold his tongue.

Be ready, then, to jump aboard,
Kiss mother at the gate,

It's after half past seven, and,
The train will start at eight.
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HOUSEHOLD,

Richest and Poorest,

Richest are they
That live for Christ so well;
The longest day
Would scarce suffice to tell
In what wide ways their benefactions fell.

Poorest are they
That live to self so true;
Their longest day
Brings but such good to view
As they may need self’s service to pursue.
—Selected.

Kindergarten at Home.

The prevailing thought for ages has been
that concentration could not be encouraged
in a young child without mental strain. This
arose from the fact that our idea of concen-
tration has been limited. Faces buried in
books, eyes intent on the teacher who is cram.
ming the heads with facts, such have been the
pictures of concentration in the past.  The
child was taught to-day what it could hard.
ly use until some future time.

We are thankful that in these later yeara
we know not anly what is concentration, but
kew to scientifically utilize the very life forces
of the young and encourage mental power
with very little strain. In order that know-
ledge may be truly valuable, we must find it
in and give it forth from our vital self. It
i3 as a preparation for receiving knowledge
in this manner that we give the following sug-
gestions for helping the little ones before they
n1e old enough to enter the kindergarten.

The directing of the little fingers in the

simplest occupation requires some mental con-
cenitration. ' The effort to guide the scissors
or thread a darning needle is ‘a step toward
concentration, These - simple  occupations
should be carefully encouraged with the lit-
tle two-year_olds, for in the accomplishment
of this lies the great source of instruction and
amusement later on. If the Ilittle one has
learmed to keep things away from his mouth,
colored beads may be given him. Send to some
kindergarten dealer for a box of them in the
rainbow colors. Select from the box the red
spheres, putting all the others carefully away
to avoid confusion, which would thwart your
efforts to gain concentration. Give the little
boy a blunt darning needle threaded with a
strong string, and help his fingers in string.
ing the balls until he feels the joy of doing ‘t
alone. Make a play of it; call them red ap-
ples or cranberries or anything round and
red with which he is familiar, This will oc-
cupy him for many days if you carefully
guard him from weariness. :
* It takes a long time for the little mind to
direct the unused fingers, and much patience
should be exercised by the mother during these
firet efforts toward independent action. Ai-
ter he has played with the red balls the  al-
lotted daily half-hour for at least a week or
two, and you have emphasized the thought of
red, through comparison and association, he
will be able to pick out the red balls from a
rumber of red and yellow ones placed in tha
same box. As the next step, it would be well
to have him string his red and yellow balls,)
alternating in twos, helping him a little un-
til he thoroughly understands what is meant
by ‘two red balls and two yellow balls, not}
yet emphasizing the yellow as color, but &im.
ply as contrast. Having mastered this fact,
the child is ready to string three red and
three yellow balls, and gradually he goes
through the various combinations of color,
form and number, each step being thoroughly
done.

When he starts out with a certain definite
cembination, say two red and two yellow al.
ternating, do mnot allow him to etring inem
in any other way until he has- accomplished
that one simple act correctly. This will cure
the restlessness of that. undirected little moul

that requires so much attention and pnuse- .

ment. Concentration of thought, singleness of
purpose—is there anything more important to
adults? Then let us give the coming genera-

tlon the benefit of our experiences, and con-
sider how it can be acquired at an early age,
assured that it is strengthening rather than
taxing to the mental powers.

No matter how good a child is about amus-
ing himself, he needs this systematic guiding
a short time each day, his mind being direct-
ed to a certain thing which is evolved from
and evolving into another, until a habit of
continuous thought is acquired which will
gradually swing the developing mind into com.
pleteness, roundness and harmony.

Mothers, this is a very simple thing to do
for your little ones, and a thing every one of
Yyou can do, no matter how humble or strait-
ened your circumstances. Follow up carefully
and conscientiously the child’s development,
and. you will sow seeds of usefulness into’
these too often unutilized periods of restless
activity.

Lengevity Influenced by
Water,

Solid and dry as the human body appears,
water constitutes more than one_fourth of ite
bulk, and all the functions of life are reailly
carried on in a water bath, and, although the
sense of thirst may be trusted to call for a
draught of -water when required, the fluid can

~ be imbibed mest advantageously for many

reasons besides merely satisfying thirst. .a
the latter stage of digestion, when comminu-
tion of the mass is incomplete, it is much
facilitated by a moderate draught of water,
which disintegrates and disolves the econtents
of the stomach, fitting it for emulgence r~ud
preparing it for assimilation. Hence the habit
of drinking water in moderate quantities be.
tween meals contributes to health, and indi-
cates the fact that those who visit heasth
resorts for the puppose of imbibing the waters
of mineral springs might profit by staying at
home and drinking more water andw less
whiskey. Water is the umiversal solvent of
nature, and the chief agent in all transforma-
tions of matter. . When taken into an empty
stomach it soom ' begins to pass out through
the tissues into the ciroplation to liquefy
effete solids, whose excretion from the sys-
tem js thus facilitated.  Very few people
think of the necessity of washing the inside
as well as the outside of the body, and he
whio would be perfectly healthy should be as
careful about the cleanliness of his stomach
as that of his skin.—N. Y. Ledger.
— el
-Wasted Lives.

A young woman, scarcely twenty years of

2ge, the daughter of influential and wealthy ,
parents, brought suit lately for the possession

of her son, in New York City, and in the trial
the facts of her married life were brought out.
Before she was fourteen she formed a street
acquaintance with a young man, who declar.
ed himself violently in love with her.

She kept up this clandestine intercourse for

a few months, and then eloped with her secret

lover., Two weeks afterwards he beat her,
dragged her by the hair down the staims, and
otherwise grossly maltreated her. Her whole
married life was a succession of brutal
cruelties and neglect. She stated that she was
‘a romantic child when she first met him,
fcnd of exeiting novels and plays.’

In the same week three other young _irls -

committed suicide in New York and Pennsyl-
venia; two because they had illness or fam-
ily trouble to bear; one because she had fail-
ed to take a school prize.

When the body of an unknown young wo.
man was exposed for recognition in the
Morgue at New York, about the same time, in-
quiries were made by ten different families)
frcm each of which a daughter had mysteri.
ously disappeared within a few weeks. Tn
every case these young girls belonged to
families in comfortable cireumstances, had ‘a
good deal of time on their hands, and were
fond of exciting books and plays. :

The ‘Companion’ has again pointed out' the
evil results of allowing boys and girls to ‘im-
bibe the immoral poison of the flash novels and
newspapens, which had much to do with in-
flaming the passions and imaginations of those
urnfortunate girls. But there were also other
causes to b]ame. o ’

It appears in every case that the girl had
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no work or interests in life beyond her school
taske; she took no part in any cheerful work
in the household; she was not the confidential
iriend of her mother, as she would have been
thad ehe lived where money and servants were
not so plenty, and she would have had her
part in the daily sewing, cleaning and e¢ook-
irg of the famly. The time in which she was
not occupied with school she gave to unwhole-
some reading, and companions as young and
ignorant as herself.

When trouble or disease :
tkey do to everybody, she had neither reli-
gious faith, nor the hearty, sound common=
sense which honest work teaches, with w}.uch
to meet them. Nothing but the morbid, sick-
ly fancies drawn from cheap novels and poems.
They had no idea of a cheerful struggle
against disaster, or of humble submission to
a loving Father; they must have either full
gratification of their desire, or death. ;

The dead faces of these poor girls in their
graves, or, still worse, their ruined lives, temh’
a lesson to other girls and to their mothers
which' no  words of ours can strengbhen.—
‘Youth's Companion.
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Selected Recipes.

Apple Pudding.—Butter a deep baking dish;
slice into this tart apples, peeled and cored,
enough to fill the dish. Mix half a teaspoon-
ful of salt and a teaspoonful of cinnamon
with a cupful of sugar and sprinkle in; a
little water and a tablespoonful of butter cut
in bits. Sift together one and a half cupfuls
of flour, three tablespoonfuls of baking pow-
der and & quarter of a teaspoonful of salt;
work into this with the tips of the fingers
three tablespoonfuls of butter; Leat an egg
with three-quarters of a cupful of milk and
stir in. When thoroughly mixed spread over
the apples and bake slowly for three_quarters
of an hour. In serving invert the dish so as
to have the apples on top. Serve hot with
cream. |

Chicken Salad.—Take a cold boiled chicken,

cut_into thin strips, then into small pieces; .

add a pint of chopped celery. Mix with_the
following dressing: One cup vinegar, put in a
porcelain kettle to boil; add one teaspoon salt
and a little cayenne pepper; beat three eggs,
take one tablespoon mustard and two of

sugar and add a little at a time a cup of

sweet cream; add all to the eggs, and la'st. of
all pour the boiling vinegar over it, stirrin
constantly; then return it to the fire and bot
one minute, until it thickens. When cold add
to the chicken.

" Coffee Jelly—When one has to make a des-
sert in a hurry without using eggs, try coffee
jelly. Take a large cupful left from break-
fast and sweeten to taste; add a level table.
spoonful of gelatine dissolved in a quarter of a
eup of cold water and half a cup of poumg
water poured over it afterwards; strain and
set this in a mould; serve very cold with whip-
ped or plain cream. Or, break it up into b_lts
and serve in tall glasses with a bit of whipa
ped cream on top of each one.

Home-made peanut candy.—sShell, skin and
roll fine a quart of peanuts; this quantity
will fill evenly a coffee cup. Put a heaping
coffee cupful of granulated sugar into a porce-
lain.lined saucepan and set over a very hot
fire, and stir until it melts, which it shouid
do very quickly. Before this put the peanuts
in the oven to heat through, and butter pans
and set them on the back of the range to be
kept hot. | As 8oon as the last of the sugar is
melted, pour the hot peanuts into it, take
directly from the fire, and pour into the hot
buttered pans.s, To be at its best, the candy
should be thin and crisp when cold.

Your Teacher.

Please show the iNorthe.rn‘ Messengér’, to
your teacher. At first sight he may not ap-
preciate its intrinsic worth. But you ecan tell

him how much more intéresting it is than the
ordinary Sunday School ‘paper, and you caa

also assure him that it is very much cneaper
than any other of its: size—the price to Sun-
day Schools being just half the regular rate.

came to her, as

H
4
|
{




Jan. 17, 1908.
‘Canadian Pictorial.
Coupon No. 2. Worth 35c¢.
Enclosed please find 65 cents, which, with
this coupon, worth 35 cents, will pay for the
‘Canadian Pictorial’ for one year. We get the

‘Messenger’  but 1 have mot taken the
Canadian ‘Pictorial’ before.

Name.. .o we oo s oo oo oo saon oo
lddress.. ev e Wel se es ae se wa o

Dite, .. .. . PrOY. (ice os eaes

EXTRAORDINARY
DFFERo,

Below Cost for intro-
duction Purposes.

SI’HE;MESSENGER.‘_ 13

‘Weekly Witness and Canadian Homes'ead.”
Coupon No. 1.- Worth 35c.

Enclosed please find 65 cents, which, with
this coupon, worth 35 cents, will pay for the
‘Weekly Witness and Canadian Homestead’
for one year. 1 get the ‘Messenger’ but have
not been taking vhe ‘Witness.

KAWL oo i v v s Naw sl oa v
Address. i v cv v e wn e
DRl e e BTOY G S e e

For “Messenger’ readers whether they subscribe direct or through their Sunday School.

To take advantage

20.

of these coupons, at least one of the publications selected must

be new to the person subscribing.
: In the case where subscribers have been ta
eombinations in condensed form, single column width on page

king the desired publications in the past they will find clubbing offers for rencwing such

s

‘WEEKLY WITNESS and CANADIAN HOMESTEAD’ $1.00 a Year.
‘sCANADIAN PICTORIAL’ $1.00 a Year.

BOTH FOR ONE DOLLAR WIiTH COUPON No. 3.

The ‘Messenger’ and one of the above with Coupon No. 4.

The ‘Messenger’ and both of above with Coupon No. 5.

Coupons 1, 2 and 3 for 8.S. Teachers and Scholars, or for those whose subscriptions to the ‘Messenger’
are not due just now.

Coupon No. 3. Worth $1.00.

‘Oanadian Pictorial.’ /
“Weekly Witness and Canadian Homestead.’

Enclosed please find $1.00, which, with this
eoupon, worth $1.00, will pay for the ‘Weekly
Witness and Canadian Homestead, and the
'ngiadian Pictorial’ both for one year.

IR I NATBE T S L SN A e R

BdAreas.. oo ieo av 0w co oo o8 vo o

IR S R S e

Coupon No.4. Worth 40c.
‘Canadian Pictorial,’
with ‘Messenger,” OR
‘Weekly Witness and Canadian Homeste: d,’
with ‘Messenger.’
Enclosed please find $1.00, which, with this

coupon, worth 40 cents, will pay for the

‘Northern Messenger’ and the*...........
for one year.

NAME. - ok ahsine, Fo b ey e s P Lo
AdATesS. . eo oo oo oo oo oo sa s o

Dake. : i is woPTOV, &7 s e awvs

*Insort here the name of whichever of the
two above-mentioned papers is wanted along
with the ‘Messenger.

Coupon No. 5. Worth $1.25.

‘Northern Messenger.’

‘Weekly Witness and Canadian Homestead.’
‘Canadian Pictorial’

Enclosed please find $1.15, which, with this
coupon, worth $1.25, will pay for the three
papers mentioned above, one year ecach.

WO v e

Address.. .. ..

@s €8 e se ew se se

E D73 4 O B SRR 1 () e L e D e

THE ONLY CONDITIONS WITH ABOVE RATES ARE :—1. That subscription MUST be sent on one of these cotpons; and (2) that on
at least of the papers in any combina tion must be NEW to the person remitting.

Bend in postal note, money order, or registere

Homestead,” and agents for the- ‘Canadian Pictorial’

d letter to JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Publishers of ‘Weekly Witness and Canadian‘

Address, ‘Witness’ Block, Montreal.

™
b

‘CANADIAN PICTORIAL

MORE PAGES

Four Special Numbers will delight everyoee.

1908 PROGRAMMIE
INCLUDES

MORE PICTURES

than last year, and its

MORE FEATURES

Just see what others say of it and try it for yourself, using one of the coupons given above.—Read January Contents on another page.

You have struck the right note for a
Canadian pictorial publication, in tone,
gentiment and make-up. Success to you.
G. H. Burnett, St. John, N.B.

“The ‘Canadian Pictorial’ & a marvel
for cheapness azl excellence. )
Eu great success with it./—Rev. T, B

rby, Carbonear, Nfld

‘Your ‘Pictorial’ .i‘s—worthy of national
atronage 'and encouragement.’—Rev. W.
wman Tucker, M.A., Ph.D., St. Johns,

Que. :

It bears out its undertaking to give
its patrons only the highest class of
work, and certainly offers them the
x(x)n:;:imum of pictures.—¢ Star,” Toronto,

‘Please find enclosed renewal for ‘Cana-
dian Pictorial” I am greatly pleased
with this publication. No true Canadian
should be without it.’—Geo. Martin,
Penhold, Alta. :

“The “Pictorial’ is the best yet.’—Claude
A. Standing, Belmont, Man. :

‘If you have not yet seen the * -
dian Pictorial’ thereyis a oo
in store for you. The 'gnadiau Pic-
torial’ has mo counterpart in its special
field. It is the most expensively pro-
duced illustrated publication in Canada.’
—‘Mail and Empire,’ Toronto, Ont.

‘The ‘Canadian Pictorial’ displays ex-
cellent workmanship, and every illustra-
tion is a work of art. The pictures are
fine; gome fit for framing.—"The Mini

rd,” Stellarton, N.S.

. A special supply of the January Number is being reserved for subscribers who had not renewed in

time to prevent the

ir name from dropping automaticaily from the January maliling list. As the entire

edition wili be rapidly absorbed, renewals shouid be sent as soon as possibie to avoid loss of a single copy.

’

7
7

The Pictorial Publishing Co., 142 St. Peter St., Montreal.
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PREMIUMS !

Open to Our Subscribers and their Families

given free as a return for » little pleasant work in introducing cur publication into new homes.
there is a perennial call, also many new ones.
may earn, so long as the required number

lity good—each premium just what we say «t is,
NEW SUBSCRIBERS are those who have nof before taken the

Something to interest -everyone,

Some of the old favoritee for which

No limit to the number of premiums that one r:zson

_ £ NEW subscriptions at FULL REGULAR RATES are sent in.
All premiums sent post-paid anywhere in Canada, unless expressly stated otherwise. Everyone relies on our premiums— gua-

last two years; in short, whose subcription means a genuine increage in our ecirculation.

RENEWALS. Though all these premtums are ‘calculated on the “basis of
renewals AT FULL RATES on the basis of TWO RENEWALS where ON

SOUVENIR INDIAN SPOONS,

Full size, heavy sterling teaspoon, handle
beautifully ornamented with head of Indian
and paddle. Impossible to do justice in a few
words to this handsome spoon—given for TN
NEW subscriptions to the ‘Messenger’ at
40 cents each. Bowl may be engraved to
order—any one name—without extra charge.

SOUVENR ‘PROVINCE’ 8POONS.

Coffee size, sterling ‘silver, « handle finishad
with coat of arms of the various provinces m
beautifully colored hard enamel, ' One = ot
these spoons with coat of arms of one’s own
province, and the nmame of one’s town or
Christian name engraved on the bowl would
be a life long pleasure to the owner. N>
extra charge for engraving any one name on
the bowl. Gold or silver finish as desired.
One of these sterling spoons free for FIVK
NEW subscriptions to the ‘Northern Messen.
ger,” at 40 cents each. :

STZRLING ‘KING AND QUZIEWN’
S8POON.

Coffee size, sterling silver souvenir spoons,
handle showing head of Kmg or head ot
Queen as selected. :

Bowl may be engraved to order—any r-e
name—a very pretty spoon indeed. May be
had in either silver or gold finish. Free tor
only = FIVE NEW subscriptions to the
‘Northern Messenger,” at 40 cents each.

STERLING S8ILVER TEASPOONS.

Full sized teaspoon, sterling silver, ‘Diana’
pattern, a stock design that may be duplicated
any time, a very beautiful spoon. One spoon
free for SIX NEW subscriptions to the ‘. es-
senger’ at 40 cents each. The beauty of this
offer is that one can add steadily to one’s
stock, piece by piece, first. teaspoons, then
forks, ete, as may be desired, and in time
secure a very handsome and very valuable set
of sterling silver without a cent of cash out-
lay, purely by a little persistent yet pleasant
work.

HANDSOME SET OF TEA SPOONS.
~ Any housekeeper would appreciate a set of
8ix ‘1847 Rogers’ best plated teaspoons. They
will wear for a life-time. .

One set of six spoons, packed in neat aatin.
lined' box, sent free for HLEVEN NEW sub-
scriptions to the ‘Messenger’ at 40 cents each.

N.B.—Other first quality = plated tableware
of the same design may ve added in similar
way. :

FOLDING POCKET SCISB80ORS.
Very handy for school use—or for the work
bag. Free for only I'WO NEW subseribers to
the Messenger,” at 40 cents.

G  STAMP AND PAD FREE.

Any boy will be charmed with this rubber
stamp, with his name and address on and
self_inking pad; with care ghould last for
years. Free for FIVE NEW subscribers to
the ‘Northern Messenger,’ abt 40 cents each.

GOLD NIBBED FOUNTAIN PEM.

A very satisfactory fountain pen, guaranteed
by the makers to be 14k. gold nib well ham-

- miums.

¥

mered, ensuring elasticity and easy writiaz.
Usnally sod at $1.75 to $2.00. Given for only
FIVE NEW subscribers to the ‘Messenger’ at
40 cents each.
SAFETY RAZOR.

1f you’ve never used one, just try it. Can’t
cut yourself. A novice can handle it. ‘Once
tried, always used’ #ach razor has twelve
highly tempered blades, which ean be honed
and stropped if desired, so ‘they will last for
years. :

Free for only SIX NEW subscribers to the
‘Northern Messenger,” at 40 cents each.

FARMERS KNIFE.

A splendid combmation article, strong buck-
horn handle, seven useful tools. in one, be-
sides two fine blades—Sheflield make. A
knife for every practical Than,

Free for only FIVE NEW subscriptions to
the ‘Northern Messenger,” at 40 cents each.

PRETTY GOLD LOCKET AND OHAIN

One of the most admired of all our pre-
Splendid =~ quality  14k. . gold-hlled,
bright or dull finish; twisted rope chain and
heart-shaped locket, medium size; with place
for two portraits. = Both locket and chain
given for TWELVE NEW subscribers to ths
‘Northern Messenger,” at 40 cents each.

Jither locket or chain alone for SIX NEW
subseriptions, as above. ¢

N.B~—~For 15 cents a letter, in cash, or for
four renewals at 40 cents each, we will have
locket ‘engraved with handsome monogram,
two or three letters.

RED LETTER ART BIBLE,

A handsome large’ type - illustrated Bible,
leather bound, splendidly finished in every
way; 35 half-tone engravings, 8 colored illug-
stertions, 17 maps, 4500 questions on Bible
subjects besides the usual helps. Prophecies
about Christ and words of Christ printed in
red. :

Tree for only TWELVE NEW subscriptions
to the ‘Meseenger’ at 40 cents each.

BAGSTER TEACHER’S BIBLE.

A large Bible printed in Long Primer type;
index, concordance, .naps, ilustrations, 15.0
pages of valuable "Aids to Bible Study.” This
style is in very great demand for adult Bible
classes, Men’s Own meetings, as well as for
Sunday School teachers, S

Tree for only EIGHT NEW subscriptions
to the ‘Messenger’ at 40 cents each.

SCHOLAR'S BIBLE,
A ‘Minion’ Bagster Bible—just the size 1or
8. 8. use. Free for 'THREE NEW subscrip-
tions to the ‘Messenger,’ at 40 cents each. °

A _USEFUL JACKNIFE,

A fine two-bladed knife, made by Joseph
Rogers, Sheffield, England. = The cut shows
style and make, Knife clesed is four inches
long. A wusefu] tool for the adult, while every
boy says ‘It’s a dandy.’ Free for only FOUR
NEW subseribers to the ‘Messenger’ at 40
cents each.

' “A FINE SET OF OARVERS FREE.

No better gift to any housewife. Sheflield

‘Far better than we expected’” is the universal verdiet.
. aper, or who, at least, have not been on our mailing list within the

NEW SUBSCRIBERS at full rates, we will accept
E NEW SUBSCRIPTION is called for.
:

make; blade 8 inches long; automatic spring
guard, buckhorn ~handles. Free for only
SIX NEW subscribers to' the -Messenger,
at 40 cents each.

MAPLE LEAF BRDDOHPI N.

One Maple Leaf Brooech Pin in eolored hard
enamel, ‘with word ‘Canada’ across the face,
given for only ONE NEW subseriber to the
‘Messenger’ at 40 cents, or Stick Pin, if pre-
ferred.

MAPLE LEAF BLOUSE S$ET.

As popular this year as last.

This year we offer a set of 3 pins in large
or small size, as desired.

Large pins have word ‘Canada’ across the
face; small ones have no inscription.  All
made of best hard enamel, beautitully colored.

One set either size for only TWO NEW sub-
scriptions to the ‘Messenger’ at 40 cents.

FIVE INCH 8CISSORS.

Just the thing for the work basket. Cele-
brated Boker make—good quality steel, Iree
for only TWO NEW subscribers to the ‘Mes-
senger,” at 40 cents.

A SERVICEABLE WATCH.

Ingersoll ‘Yankee,’ Stem wind, stem set,
Guaranteed. A good practical article. Satis-
fies any man, delights every bcy. Witk care

lasts for years. :

Free for only FIVE NEW subscriptions to
the ‘Messenger’ at 40 cents each.

GIRL’S PEN KNIFE.

Very dainty—2 1-2 inches long, slender
nickel handle, no pearl to break off, two
blades. Free for only TWO NEW subscriptions
to the ‘Messenger,’ at 40 cents.

PASSEPARTOUT OUTFIT FREE
All needed supplies (Dennison’s best) for
making this popular work—12 mats, 12 backs,
10 7olls .colored binding, fags, rings, tube
glue, tube paste and glasscutter, with book
of directions, Free for TN NEW subserip-
tions to ‘the ‘Messenger’ at 40 cents each.

CUTTING SHEARS.
Indispensable to the home dressmaker.
Tight inches long.  Best tempered steel.
Every pair warranted by the makers.
Free to an old subseriber sending his own
renewal at 40 cents and TWO NEW mgyscﬁp_
tions to the ‘Messenger’ at 40 cents. ¥ :

FIRST CLASS CAMERA FREE.

- Snap-shot or time. Standard make. Best
on the market for the money.

No. 1. Size of picture 2 1-4 x 2 1.4 in.

Tree for SEVEN NEW subscribers to the
‘Messenger’- at 40 cents each. #3

One roll of films, 6 exposuras, sent gratis
with this camera. : G2y

No. 2 Size of picture, 2 1-4 x 8 14 in,

Free for THIRTEEN bonafide NEW sub.
scribers to the ‘Weekly Witness,” at $1.00
each. Two rolls of films (each six exposures),
sent gratis with this camera.

N.B.—Where desired, ONE NEW subscription
to the ‘Weekly Witness’ at $1.00 may be sub-

stituted for TWO to the ‘Messenger.’

REMEMBER! All the above premium offers ‘are for absolutely new subscriptions at 40 cents each. Two renewals at 40 centa

to. count as one new subscription. Further particulars cheerfully given. Sample copies, and subscription -blanks freely and promptly sent

-on application,

Remit the correct number 'of subscriptions for any of the above offers. Name your premium clearly and it will be sent at omce.
= Address, John Dougall & Son, Publishers of the ‘Northern Messenger, ‘Witness® Block, Montreal, ° :

PS—In any of the above offers one NEW subscription to the ‘Weekly Witness and Canadian Homestead,” at $1.00, will be taken as

equal to two ‘Messengers’ or one NEW subseription to ‘World Wide, at $1.50,as equal to three ‘Messengers.”

KEEP THIS PAGE FOR REFERENCE. LOOK OUT FOR OTHER BOOK OFFERS NEXT WEEK.

%
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= THE ¢«WITNESS’ 8
What it is and what the people think of if.

The ¢ Witness’ (Daily and Weekly), gives all the news that is worthy the attention
of the averace reader. It keeps its reanders well informed on all subjects of interest.
The cable, the telegraph, and the telephone, together with a staff of competent editors
and reporters, all unite to make its news columns second to none.

Reliable commercial news and quotations of the money, stock, and produce markets
are features that make it of great value in the world of commerce, finance, and agriculture,

The * Witness’ special departments, gsuch as ‘The Home, ¢Literary Review,’
¢ Letters from Readers,’” <Boys Page, ¢Children’s Corner, ¢ Queries, *Agricultural’
‘ Horticultural, ¢ Veterinary,” * Pgultry,’ ¢ Pets,’ ¢ Medical,’ “ Legal,’ ¢ Numismatic,” ‘Chess,’ -
ete., are ably conducted by specialists at a large expense, offering a most valuable privilege

to ¢ Witness’ readers.
In 1846 the ¢ Witness

* was started by the late John Dougall, and few papers have
had a continuous existence forso long aperiod. Fewer still have held to the same princi-

ples and have been controlled by the same family for anything like so long a time.
The ¢ Witness’ is certainly unique among the great metropolitan newspapers of the

world.
TRIBUTES FROM EMINENT MEN

‘Mr. R.'L. Borden, the Lieader of the Opposition, writes:—

Sir Wilfrid Laurier, the Prime Minister, writes:—
House of Commons, Ottawa.

Prime Minister’s office, Otta wa.
All must recognize and admire the elevated tone with

wihich you have always maintained your views in the The responsibilities of a public journal are mot less
discussion of all questions, and especially with megard’ | than those of a public man. In fuliilling these, the
to those vexed-problems tod often Tecurring in ~our ma- | ‘Witness’ has manifested, inan eminent degree, the qua-

tional life. Whenever youdiffered from me, and thought | lities of ocourage and sincerity. Moreover, it has al.
me in the wrong, your eriticisms in the ‘Witness’ derived | ways aimed to upliff the standard of journalism in this
all the greater force frommy intimate conviction that | country.
they were inspired by thatsame sense of public duty.

Yours very sincerely,

R. L. BORDEN.

W}LFRID LAURIER. His Graee the late Archbishop Bond, Anglican Primate of
The ‘Christian Guardian’ sagys:— S Lndd, ymiciee -
‘Ihe ‘Witness’ deserves thegood words that have been
aaid of it. 1 trust the future of the ‘Witness’ may be blessed of
Phe “‘Dominion Presbyterian’says:— God for inereased power for good, and still larger use-
‘fhe ‘Witness’ was neverbetter or more useful than | fulness in promoting the religious character of this
it is to-day. e magnificent Dominion.

: ' TRIBUTES FROM THE PRESS

The ‘Witness’ is hy far the most in-
fluential paper in Canada.~— Herald,
Comber, Ont.

For honest news, independent criti-
cism and advanced thought, the ‘Wit-
ness’ is in the Jead.—Leader,” Parsboro,
N.8.

The ‘Witness' is certain]y‘the leading
daily paper -of Canada.—‘Advertiser,

~ Hartland, N.B. :

The Montreal “Witnese’ ig one of t‘hg
best epapenﬂl published. — ¢ Statesman,
Bowmanville, Ont. z

The ‘Witness'—the good old_favorite
family newspaper.— Statesman,’ Bowman-
ville, Ont. S

The Montreal ‘Witness’ is well-known

The ‘Witness’ iz one of the strongest

as one of the best papers in Canada.— and healthiest influences in Canadian

‘Argus,” Hastings, Ont.

The ‘Witness’® pursues a straight
course.—Observer,” Sarnia, Ont.

No metropolitan mnewspaper is more
vespected than the ‘Witaess.’—Topic,”
Petrolea, Ont., .

The ‘Witness’ editorials are models of
fairness.—‘Standard,” Hawkesbury, Ont.

The ‘Witness’ stands pre-eminent
among newspapers for reliability and
honesty of purpose.—‘Reporter,” Kings-
ville, Ont. '

The ‘Witness’ has a great hold u
the public mind.—-—_‘Onta%‘io Gleg,r?e:. iz

Jguinalism.-—‘Da.ily Express,” Woodstock,
nt.

The  Witness”’ is one of the best and
most reliable newspapers published in
the Dominion and deserves the large
patronage it receives.—‘ Recorder,” Mit-
chell, Ont.

The Montreal ¢ Witness’ has issued a
special industrial number, which is a
credit to that mewspaper. and also to the
city in which it is printed.
city in which it is printed.—¢Star,’
Toronto, ‘Ont.

The ‘Witness’ is always up-to-date in

its ideas.—* Mirror,” Meaford, Ont.

Hundreds of other similar references could be quoted did space permit, including

nearly al

1 the leading papers in Canada. = But few would have time to read more, and no

one would need more than the above to convince them of the position the ‘Witness’ occu-

pies throughout Canada.

The ¢ Daily Witness,” $3.00 a year.
The ¢ Weekly Witness and Canadian

’H(;meste'acl,’ $1.500 a year.

Joax Doveart & Sox, Publishers, ‘Witness' Block, Montreal.

: THE PUBLISHERS TO THE READER.
The effort of the publishers of the ‘Witness’ is :

1.—To give the news in the most informative way
2.—To supply the family with abundant reading o
ki

ay and generation to the utmost of thei r.capacity.

Ind. They are

2.—Strenuously striving to serve their d

possible.
f an interesting and wholesome

The signs are that the readers of the “Witness are co-operating with them in this effort by doing what only

they can do—extending its circulation. We
furtherance. Only by the earnest co-operation of all who wish to

 cess as they wonld like.

Jook to every reader as a partner in the business to do his best for its
see such a paper succeed can it prove such a suc-

- To those who have already done their part and to those who are going to we weuld say

¥

B by ﬁ

em. " —*‘Observer,” Coaticook, Quo.
U2 ' Dh ¢ 2 &,\‘"Js 2Nz '.Qil . -

it u to the credit of Canadians that this

THANK YOU.

yaha.:‘y‘?o daily anl warkly “Witness’ is being more and more appreeciated

e
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MESSENGER * PATTERNS

FOR THE BUSY MOTHER.

NO. 5927.—SMALL GIRLS’ COAT.

A smart, serviceable little coat of tan cov-
ert could easily be developed after this design.
The' t is cut on the simplest lines, the
back is seamless and the front laps in dou-
ble breasted style. The plain sleeves are com.-
pleted by prettily shaped cuffs. ‘A collar_fac-
ing of brown velvet strapped with the cloth,
gives the finishing touch to the stylish little
garment, Cheviot, storm serge, broadeloth,
and English suiting will all develop well af.
ter this design. For a child of 12 years 2 1-2
yards of 44 imch material will he required.
Sizes for 8, 10, 12 and 14 years.

‘NORTHERN MESSENGER’ PATTERN
COUPON.

Pleasge send me

Pattern.
WOt .

Size.

eoee os s09 evesse ssveesvee

No- * s WE wess e

0008 900000 WB0evbeY

NOve ween mitsvos wsikbos vusees weonssess

s e e see seceve '-‘oooo-ocu

No.. coev e
for which I encloge .. .. .. cents
Name ..... .;. R R
Address. ... e soveaves suse suew wase ooe
|
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You cannot possibly have
a better Cocoa than

S

A delicious drink and a sustaining
food. Fragrant, nutritions and
economical. This excellent Cocoa
maintains the system in robust
health, aud enables it to resist
winter's extreme cold.

i B § N R,

Sold by Grocers and Storekeepers
in 1-1b. and }-1b Tins,
[ R
Grandpa’s Prescriptions.
said Lily.

‘It’s because hes industrious,’
‘He’s always busy.

‘It’s because of his cheerful disposition,’
said Janet. ‘Whoever heard Grandpa Brown
complain? If the sky were black with clouds,
he’d find a sunbeam somewhere.

‘Porhaps you are both right, said the
mother. ‘His- dheerfulness has kept grand-
father young, and his love for work keeps him
cheerful.’ .

The conversation was begun by Janet’s re-

marking, ‘Oh, I.have such a headache! . and
there goes Grandpa Brown to his day’s work,
looking as if he never had an woche or pain in
all his life. I pay for my appetite in dread.-
ful headaches and indigestion.
' ‘Don’t rock wo, Janet!  I’m almost too
nervous to live,” interrupted Lily; and her
sister replied: ‘I wish you haa grandpa’s
steady nerves.” What are rockers for, L womn-
der?

The next day Grandpa Brown rang. the
doorbell and stopped in for a little visit. ‘L'ne
old man’s cheeks were ruddy from his walk in
the morning air. ‘How are you all?” he asked,
taking an easy chair before the fire.

‘I have been real sick, grandpa,” said Janet.
‘I’d do anything in this world to get weu,
but I've spent so much on medicines and
nothing helps me. Really, I think I have
tried all known remedies for indigestion.’

‘Except one,” replied Grandpa Brown. ‘But
maybe you never heard of this tomic of mine.
I have always used it.

‘I didn’t know you ever took medicine,” said
Janet. ‘Do tell us what it is! You certainly
are a good advertisement for it.

‘It’%s cheap,” the old gentleman continued,
‘only costing a bit of self denial, especially
at first; it both prevents and cures that
dreadful indigestion—’ ; -

. ‘Dom’t deseribe it ady further, grandpa, but
tell us at once what your remedy is called.’

‘M-0-d.e-r-a-t-i-o-n,” said Grandpa Brown,
impressively. ‘It is neither bought nor sold,
yet few are wise enough to use it, though
even the Bible recommends its use when it
bids us be temperate in all things.’

Janet looked disappointed, but Lily eaid:
 “You’re better than a doctor, Grandpa Brov+,
80 please prescribe for me next. Wihat is8
good for nervousness?’

‘Il know of just ome sure cure; out-door
exercise. Air and sumshine are good for all
Lilies. Get some flowers and care for them,
and nature will make a flower of you.

‘One thing about health, he went on, ‘is
that you must not think too much about it.
Do not worry over your little ills, rise above

N.B—It is always safer to cut out illus~
 trations and gend with the coupon, carefully
filled out. Allow one week beyond time needed
for return of post, as orders are handled in
rotation. Price, 10 cents, in stamps or postal
note. Address ‘Northern Messenger’ Pattern
Department, “‘Witness’ Block, Montreal.

' BABY'S OWN

3
“
b
an

812 WOMAN’S WINTER SUITS, $8 650,

Tailored to order. Also Suits to $15. Send to-
day for free Cloth Samples and Style Book.

SOUTHCOTT SUIT CO0., London, Ont.
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Your father or mother
would be glad to see the big
offers we make them on
page 13.

—

Answering Advertisements,

1f ‘Messenger’. readers ordering goods ad-.
vertized in the ‘Messenger’ will state in their
order that they saw the advertisement in the

‘Messenger,” it will be greatly appreciated by
| all congerned. - 5 e

» &

them. Work when you can; it is so much
better than moping’ With this the little
talk on health came to #a calose, but the
wholesome presecriptions were mnot forgotten.
Selected.

—

His Coming.
(By Amos R. Wells, in the ‘C. E. World.’y

Were a king to come to my lowly home,
Or a prince or a duke or an earl,
What a cleansing would furbish the whole >f
the house,
Till it shone as pure as a peari!

How the best that 1 had, on the floor and the
bed, 3
On table and mantel and wall,
Would gladly be lavished and eagerly spread,
And I be ashamed of it all!

Yet the Monarch of monarchs, the Only
Supreme,
The Lord whom the heavens obey,
The Splendor that passes the height of a
dream,

Will visit my household to-day;

And the shutters are closed, and the cobwebs’
are thiek,
And a hinge ie off of the door,
And I, in a garment of wretchedness clad,
Am down in the dirt on the floor!

e
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ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES.
(Strictly in Advance.)

Single ccpies .. .o oo soes o oo ..$ .40 avyean
Three Coples, separately addressed, it
desired, fOF .. oo oo ssss o o o 1.00 -
Four Copies, separately addressed, if /
desired, per 20DY .. A« 1 Mk

Ten Coples or more, to one address,
PET CODY oo sv oo as ssue oé 4o oo -

Eix months trial at half the above rates,

Postage included for Canada (Montreal and suburbs e
eepted); Newfoundland, Great Britain, Gibraltar, Malta, New
Zealand, T v o, s W PRty Isiands. Bas
badloes, Bermuda, British Honduras, Oeylon, Gambis, Sars
wak, Zanzibar, Hong Kong and Cyprus.

. 8, Postage 50¢ extra to the United States, Alaska, '
Hawasiian sand Philipyine Islands, except in clabs, to one
sddress, when every four copies will bo fifty cents extra posh
age per annum.

Foreign Postage to all countries not named in the above
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gamples and Subseription
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CLUB OFFERS.
‘Messenger’ and ‘Daily Witness,’ worth

Blanks freely aad

$30Fons K o s . ..$3.10
‘Messenger’ and ‘Weekly Witness,” worth

TR T e e B e B
‘Messenger’ and ‘World Wide, worth

$1.90, for.. S e T .. . $LTD
‘Messenger,” ‘Weekly Witness’ and

‘World Wide,” “ worth $2.90, for

ORIy SR T s S $2.20
‘Canadian Pictorial,’ our best premium,

may be added to the above clubs

for only fifty cents extra.
‘Messenger’ and ‘Pictorial’ worth $1.40,

for. . B e e e $1.00

SPECIAL FAMILY CLUBS.

‘Northern Messenger,’ ‘Daily Witness,’

‘World Wide,” and ‘Canadian Pie-

torial,’ $5.90.. . SR e e Ty )
‘Northern Messenger,” ‘Weekly Wit-

ness,” ‘World Wide’ and ‘Canadian

Pictorial, $3.90.. .. .. ...3270

N.B.—The club rates include many foreign
countries, but not such countries as require
extra postage (including the United States
and ite dependencies) nor is the city of Mont-
real or its suburbe included in the above elub
offers.

SUNDAY SCHOOL CFFER.

Any school in Canada that does not take ‘The
Messeigor,” may have it supplied free on trisl
for three weeks on request of Superintendent,
Becretary or Pastor, stating the number of copies
required.
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